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ACT I. SCENE I. 

A PALACE. 
Enter Duke, Efcalus, and Lords, 
Jhk. m W—\Scalus J 

EfeaL My lord. 

Duke, Of Government the properties 
t* unfold 
Would feemin met' afFcft fpe.ech aaddi£* 
oourfe j 

Since I am not to Janow, that your own fcience 
Exceeds, in that, the lifts .of all advice 
Myftrength can give you s then no more remains, 
But that to your . fufficiency you joui 
A will to fierve ut as your worth is able, 
And let them work. The nature, of our people, 
Our city's inftitutioos, and the terms 
Of common juftice, y'are as pregnant in, 
As art and practice hath enriched any 
That we remember. There is our eommiffion, 
From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 

[To the Attendant^ 
I lay, bid come before us Angelo ; 
What figure of us think you he will bear, ? 
Foryoumuft know, we have with, fpocial, foul 
Elected him onr abfence to fupply : 
Lent him our terror, dreft him with our love } 
And gjv'n his deputation all the organs 
Of our own power : fay, what tmnk you of it ? 
Efcal, If any in Vltrma be of worth _ . 
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, To undergo fueh ample grace and honour, 
It is lord Angelo. 

S C E N £ II. Enter Angela. 
Bukt. Look where he comes. 
Ang. Always obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pleafure. 

Duke, Angela, 
There is a kind of chancier in thy life, 
That, to th* obfcrver, doth thy hiftory 
Fully unfold : thyfelf and thy belongings 
Are not thine own fo proper, as to wafle 
Thy felf upon thy virtues, them on thee J 
Heav'n doth with us, as we with torches do, 
Not light them for themferves r for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all as if 
We had them not. Spirits are not finely touch'd, 
But to fine hTues j nature never lends 
The fmaUeft fcruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddefs, fhe determines 
Herfelf the glory of a creditor, 
Botfc thanks, and ufe. But 1 do bend my fpeech 
To one that can in my part me advertiie ; 
Hold therefore, Angth. [Giving bim bit cmrnffieit* 

In our remove, be thou at full our felf. 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
live in thy tongue and heart : old Efcafus, 
Though firft in queftion, is thy (econdary. 
Take thy commimon. 

Ang. Now, good my lord, 
Let there befome more teft made of my metal, 
Before fo noble and fo great a figure 
Be tf ampt upon it. 

Duke, Come, no more evafion : 
We have with a prepar'd and leaven'd choice 
Proceeded to you j therefore take your honours. 
Our hafte from hence is of fo quick condition, 
That it prefers it felf, and leaves unqueftionM 
Matters cf needful value. We mail write, 
As time and our concerning Hull importune, 
Wow it goes with us. add do look to know 

WW 
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What doth befal you here. So fiffe yoo well. 
To th* hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of octr commiifion. 

jfjeg. Yet give leave, my lord, 
That we may bring you fomething on the way. 

Duke. My hafte may not admit it j 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any (cruple ; your icope is at mine own, 
So to inforce, or qualifie the law, 
Am to your foul feems good. Oive me your hand j 
IT1 privily away. I love the people,* 
But do not like to ftage me to their eyes: 
Though it do well, I do not relUh well 
Thejr loud applaufe, and Avt*% vehement z 
Nor do I think the man of lafe difcretion 
That does afle& it. Once more fare you well. 

Ang. The heav*ns give fafety to your purpofa f 

EJcal. Lead forth and bring you back in happiueft? 

Duke. I thank you, fare you well. [Exit, 

Efcal. I fhall defire you, Sir, to give me leave 
To have free fpeech with you $ and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place s 
A pow*r I have, but of what fbength and nature 
J am not yet inftructed. 

Ang. *Tis fo with me i let us withdraw together, 
And we may foon our (atisfr&ion have 
Touching that point. 

Efcal. I'll wait upon your honour. [Exeunt, 

SCENE III. The Stmt. 
Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 

Lucio, If the Duke, with the other Dukes, come not 
to comporition with the King of Hungary , why then all 
the Dukes fall upon the King. 

z Gent. Heav'n grant us its peace, but not the King of 
Hungary** 1 

2, Gent. Amen! 

Lucie. Thou conclude like the (an&momous pyrate, 
that went to fea with the ten commandments, but lcrap'i 
one out of the table. 

7. Gent. Thau (hale not ftcal > m . 

Luciq, 
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Lua'o. Ay, JfcbathessVd. 

i &k/. Why, *jtwas a cpsjnnandracnt to command the 
captain and all the reft from their functions.; ,tb^y pot 
forth to fteal : there's npftaffoldier of us all, that an the 
thankfjpving after meat doth rejiu the fetftcn well that 
prays for Peace. 

2 Gent . I never heard soy foldier diflike it. 

Lucio. I believe thee : for il think thou never waft 
where grace was (aid. 

2 Gear.- No ? adoaen times at leaft. 

1 Gent. What ? in meeter ? 

hud*. Not in any profcffion, er 'in any language, 1 
think, or in any religion. 

2 Gent. And why not * grace b grtce, defpight of all 
controverfie. 

Lucio. As far ©sample, thou thyfelf art a wicked vil- 
lain, defpight of all grace. 

2 Gent. Well $ there went hot a pair of meets between 

AS. - m 

Lucio. I grant ; as there rn^y between the lifts and the 
velvet. Then art the lift. 

2 Gent. And thou the velvet; thou art good velvet ; 
thou' it a three-piTd piece, I Warrant thee: I had as. lief 
be a lift of an Englifi kerfey, as be piTd, as thou art 
pird, for a French velvet. Do I (peak feelingly now ? 

Lucio, I think thondoft; and indeed with mod painful 
feeling of thy fpeech : I will, out of thine own confeffion , 
.learn to begin thy health j but, whikt I live, forget to 
drink after thee. 

2 Gent. I think I have done myfclf wrong, have I not f 

i Gent. Yes, that thou haft j whether thou art tainted, 
or free. 

SCENE IV. Bawd, ttming st a diJUnct. 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation comes. 

i Gent. I have purchas'd as many difeafes under her root 
as come to — 

%Gem. Towhat, pray? 

I Gent. Judge. 

%Gent. To three thoufand dollars* a year. 
• A quibbi«4atendc4 between Mian aaidate". 

tGemt. 

Digitized by GoOgle 



Meafwre for Meafure. g 

iGent. Ay»-andmore« 

Lucie A French crown more •. 

i Gent, Thou art always figuring di&afes in me j but 
thou art full of error ; I am found. 

Utcio. Nay, not, as one would fay; healthy 5 but fe 
foood, as things that arc hollow 3 thy bones are hollow j 
iojacty hath made a feaft of thee. 

tGent. How now, which of your hips has the moft 
profound fciatica? [To the Bawd* 

Bawd. Well, well \ there's one yonder arrefted, and 
carry* d to prttbn, was worth five thoo&nd of you all. 

1 Gent. Who's that, I pr'ythee ? 

Bawd. Marry, Sir, that's Claudia, Sigpior Clandio. 

1 Gent. Claudia to prifoo? 'tis hot fo. 

Bawd. Nay, but 1 know 'tis fo ^ 1 fiw him arretted t 
law him carry *d away j and which is more, within thefe 
three days Ms head is to be chopt off. 

Lueio. But, after all this fooling, I would not have it * 
fo ; art thou fure of this ? 

Bawd. I am tod fore of it ; and it is for getting Madam 
Julietta with rchild. 

lakio. Believe me, this may be; heproinifedtomeetrne 
two hours fiflce, and he was ever precife in promSfe-keeping« 

a Gent. Befides; you know it drjws fbmething near to 
the fpeech we bad to fuch a purpoft. 

2 Gent. But moft of all agreeing with the proclamation. 
Ludo. Away, let's go learn the truth of it. [Exeunt. 
Bawd. Thus, what with the war, what with the iweat, 

what with the gallows, and what with poverty, I am <*• 
ftom-fhrunk. How now ? what* 8 the news with you } 
. SCENE V. J?«/crClown. 

Chwn. Yonder man is carry'd to ptifon. 

Bawd. Well $ what has he done? 

Oown. A woman. 

Bawd. But what's his offence ? ' 

down. Groping for trouts in 'a peculiar river. 

Bawd. What ? is there a maid with child by him ? 

Clown. No $ but there's a woman with maid by him* 
You have not heard of the proclamation, have you r 

• Alluding to the rcaerealfcab apon the bead call* c$rtm ^3' 
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Bawd. What proclamation, man } 
Clown. AUhoufes in the fuburbs of Vienna maft be 
.sluck'ddown. 

Bawd. And what ihall become of thofe in the city ? 
,-. Cfctyr. They ftaU #and for feed; they had gone flown 
too, but that a wife burger put in for them. 
' Bawd. But ihall our noules of refort in the fuburbs V* 
aull'ddown? • . . 

"Cltwn. Tome ground, miftrels. 
t Bawd. Why, .here's a change indeed in the common* 
'wealth ; what ihall become of me ? 

Clown. Come, fear not you; good counsellors lack no 
clients $ though yon change your place, you need not* 
change your trade : Til be your tapfter ftifl. Courage, : 
. there will be pity taken on you ; you that have worn/your , 
. eyes almoft out in the fervice, you will be confidered. 

2tai»**. What's to do.here,7fcawM taffter f let's withdnwjr, -j 
Clown. Here copies Signipr OauMo, led by the Provoft to 
' prlfon ; and there'sMadam Juliet, XExe. Bawd and Clown. 
, SCENE VL Enter Ptovott, Claudio, Juliet* and 

Officers.' hidov fid two Gentlemen. 
, CW£F<eSow,why4o#j^Aawra | 

Bear me to prifon, where lam committed, 

Prov. I do it not in eyjj alfoontion, 
' But from lord Ang eJo by fpecpJ charge* 

Claud. Thin can the Pemi-god Authority 
Make «s pay down, for,. our offence, by weight ; 
X' th* words of heav'n, on, whom it will, it will j 
.On whom it will net* fy $ yet ftill 'tis juft. . 

Imcio. Why, how flow* t&udio? whence comes this f*- 

ftraint ? 
Claud. From too muck liberty, my Lndo, liberty j 
As forfeit is the father of much fa.ft* 
So every fcope by the immoderate ufe 
Turns to reftraint : our-natniis do pur foe 
(Like rats that ravin dowp their proper bane J 
A thirfty evil, and when we drink, we die. 

. Lucio. If I could (peak . fo wifely under an arre^, I 
'would fend for certain of my creditors ; and yet, to fay the 
truth, I had as lief ha^e the foppery -of freedom, as the 

morality 
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noraEty of imprifcoment: • what's thy offence* Claudia t 
CUud. What but to (peak of would ofiend again. . 
Lado, ^What is*t» murder ? ? 

OW. No. 
Im'». Lctchcry? 
CW. Callitfo. 
JW. Away, Sir, you omft go. 
CW. One word, good friend : Z*ct«, a word with you. • 
Laao. A hundred j if they'll do yott any good s 
Isfetcheryfolook'd after? 

Claud* Thus ftands k with me $ upon a One contract 
IgotpofleflSon of jifdiettaWxA, 
You know the lady, Ihe is raft my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation Jack 
Of outward'order. This we came not to, 
Only for propagation of a dowre 
y Remaining in die coffer of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love 
"fill time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The fiealth of our mutual entertainment, 
With charade* too grofi, is writ in Jufitt • 
Zabv, With child, perhaps? 
[ Claud. Unhappily, even fo. 
[ : And the new Deputy now for the Duke* . 
f (Whether it he the fault and gjimpfe of newnefr 4 
[ Or whether that the body publick be 
1 A borfe whereon the governor doth ride, 
^ Who newly in the feat, that it may knew 

He can command, lets it ftrait feel the fpur 5 
' Whether the tyranny be in his place, *} 

. , Or in his eminence that fiHs it up, 
I ftaggerin : bat) this new governor 
Awakes me all th* enrolled penalties • \ 

Which have like unfeourM* armour hung by th' wall 
So long, that nineteen zodiacks have gone round, 
' And none of them been worni and for a name, 
Nov puts the drowfie and nepefted a& 
FieWy on me j 'u fareiy for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant, fo k is ; and thy head ftanda 
5otkkkoothyihouldtr«, that a milk-maid, 
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If (he be but in love, may figh it off. " ^ 

Send after the Duke, and appeal to him. l 

Claud. I have done fo, bat he's not to be found. ^ 

I pr'ythee, Lac/*, do me this kind fervice: 
This day my fitter $ould the doifter enter, 
And there receive her approbation. 
Acquaint her with the danger of my ftate, 
Implore her in my voice, that (he make friends 
To the ftricl Deputy : bid her felf aflay him, 
I have great hope in that j for in her youth 
There is a prone and fpecchlefs dialect, * 

Such as moves men : befide, (he hath profp'rous art 
When (he will play with rcafon and dilcourfe, 
And well (he can perfuade* 

Lua'o. I pray (he may ; 
As well for the encouragement of the like, 
Which elfc would ftand on grievous impofition j 
As for thy life, which I'd be forty fhould be 
Thus fooliftly loft at a game of tick-tack. 
I'll to her (trait. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lua'o. • • 

Imc'io. Within'two hours. 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Bxemtti 

SCENE. VII. A Monaftery. 
Enter Duke and Friar Thomas. 

Duke. No; holy father, throw away that thought, - 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love ' 

Can pierce a compleat bread : why I defire thee 
To give me fecret harbour, hath a purpofe 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of horning youth. 

fri. May your Grace fpeak of it t 

Duke. My holy Sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever JovM the life remov'd ; 
And held in idle price to haunt afTemblies, 
Where youth, and coft, and wirJefs bravery keep* 
I have delivered to lord Angeh 
(A man of ftriclure and firm abftinence) 
My abfolute pow'r and place here in Vitn*a 9 
Afid he ruppofes me travelTd to P*!and\ 

Far 
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For (b I've ftrew'd it in the common ear, 
And fo it is received : now, pious Sir, 
You will demand of me, why I do this f 

Friar, Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have ftriA ftatutes and moft biting laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-ftrong deeds) 
Which for this nineteen yean we have let fleep $ 
£ren like an oer-grown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey < now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch, 
Only to (tick it in their childrens fight, 
For terror, not to ufe j in time the rod 
Becomes more mock'd than fear*d : fo our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themfelves are dead. 
And liberty plucks juftice by the nofe ; 
The baby beats the nurfe, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It refted in your Grace 
T* unloofe this ty'd- up juftice, when you pleasM: 
And it in you more dreadful would have feem'd . 
Than in lord Angdo. 

Duke. I fear, too dreadful. ' ' - 

Stth 'twas my fault to give the people fcope, 
"Twould be my tyranny to ftrike and gall them 
For what I bid them do. For we bid this 
When evil deeds have their permiffive pals, 
And not the punifhmcnt. Therefore, my father, 
I have on Angela impos'd the office : 
Who may in th* ambufh of my name ftrike home, 
And yet, my nature never in the fight 
To do it fiander ( To behold his fway, 
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order, . « 

Vifit both Prince and people 5 therefore pr'ythee <i 

Supply me with the habit,, and inftruct me 
Hew I may formally my perfon bear . ' » 

Like a true Friar. More reafons for this a£lio3 
At your more leifure mail I render ybu'^ 
Only this one : lord Angtlo is precue, . > I . . i. 

Stands at a guard* with envy 1 fcWeconfefei 

Vot. U. B That 

Digitized by GoOgle 



14 Meafure for Meajure. 

That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread thdn ftone : hence (hall we fee, 
If power change pujpofe, what our feeroers be. [Exeunt . 
SCENE VIII. A Nunnery. 
$nttr Ifabella and Francifca. 

JJab. And have you Nuns no farther privileges ? 

Nun . Are not thefe large enough ? 

Ifab. Yes truly j I fpeak not as defiring more, 
But rather wifhing a more ftric"l reftraint 
Upon the filter votaries of Saint Clare. 
Lucio ivi(birt. 

Lucio. Hoa ! peace be in this place ! 

JJab. WhQ's that which calls ? 

Nun. It is a man's voice : gentle Ifabella, 
Turn you the key,* and know his bufinefs of him ; 
You may 5 I may not } you are yet unfworn : 
When you have vow'd, you muft not fpeak with men 
But in the prefence of the Priorefc 5 
Then if you fpeak, you muft not (hew your face. 
Or if you mew your face, you muft not fpeak. 
He calls again ; I pray you, "ahfvver him. [Exit Franc 

Ifab. Peace and profperity ! who is*t that calls ? 
Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be, as thofe cheek-rofes 
Proclaim you are no lefs, can you fo flead me, 
As bring me to the fight of Ifabella, 
A novice of this place, and the fair lifter 
To her unhappy brother Ciaudxo f 

Ifab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me aik 
The rather, for I now muft make you know 
I am that Ifabella, and his fitter. 

Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets you j 
Not to be weary with you, he's in pruon. 

Ifab. Wo me, for what ? 

Lucio. for that, which, if myfelf might be his jodge. 
He fltould receive his punifhment m thanks j 
He hath got his friend with child. 

Ifab. Sir, make roe not your fiory. 

tucio. 1 would not, the* 'tis my ramiliaf fin. 



Wi* 
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With maids to fccm the lapwing *, and to jeft, 
Tongue far from* heart, play with all virgins fo. 
I hold you as a thing enflcy'd and feinted, 
By your renouncement an immortal fpirit, 
And to be talk'd with in finccrity* . 
As with a faint. . 

ltab. You do blafpheme the good, in mocking me. 

iucio. Do not believe it. Fewneft and truth, 'tis thus j 
Tour brother and his lover having embrac*d, 
As thofe that feed grow full, as bloffoming time 
Dbth from the feednefs the bare fallow bring 
To teeming fbyfon j fo her plenteous womb 
ExprefTeth its full tilth and hufbandry. 

JJah. Some one with child by him ? my coufin Juliet? 

Lucio. Is fhe your coufin ? 

I jab, Adoptedly, as fchooKmaids change their names, 
By vain, tho* apt, affeftion. 

Lucie. She it is. 

ljab. Let him then* marry her. j 

Lucia. This is the point. 
The Duke is very ftrangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many gentlemen, my felf being one, 
In hand and hope of adion 5 but we learn, 
3y thofe that know the very nerves of ftate, 
Hb grvings out were of an infinite diftance 
From his true meant defignJ Upon his place* 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs lord Angelo 5 a man whofe blood 
Is very fhow- broth, one who never feels 
The wanton dings and motions of the fenfe } 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, ftudy and faft. . 
He, to give fear to ufe and liberty, 
Which have long time run by the hideous law 
As mice by lions j hath pickt out an act, 
Under whofe heavy fenfe your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit 5 he arrefts him on it, 
And follows dofe rjie rigor of the ftatute, 

* The lapwings fly with fceming fright and anxiety ftr from theit 



sells to deceit thole who fcek their young. 
B % 
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To make him an example ; ail hope's gone, 
Unleis you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To (often Jhgeh j and that's my pith 
Of bufineft betwixt you and your poor .brother* 

Jfab. Doth he fofeek his lifer 

Lano. H'as cenfar'd him 
Already, and. I hear, the Provoft hath 
A warrant for his execution. :' 

Jfab. Alas ! what poor ability's in me 
To do him good ? 

Lucio. Aflay the power you have. 

Jfab. My power alas ! I doubt. 

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors, 
And make us lofe the good we oft might win. 
By fearing to attempt. Co to lord Angela, 
Ajud let htmJearn to know, when maidens fue 
Men give like Gods ; but when they weep and kneel. - 
All their petitions are as truly theirs, 
As they themfelves would owe them. 

Jfab. I'll fee what I can do. 

Lucio. Butfpeedily. 

Jfab. Iwillaboutitftrait; 
No longer ftayiag", "but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you ; 
Commend me to my brother : foon at night 
I'll fend him certain word of my fuccels. 

Lucio. I take my leave of you. 

Jfab. Good Sir, adieu. [Exam. 

ACTH. SCENE!. 

lie Palace. 
Enter Angelo, Efcalus, a Jufiice, aniAtttniamu '■ 
Atg. T T7E muft not make a fcare-crow of the law, 

VV - Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one fhape, 'till cuftom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Efcal. Ay, but yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
.Than fall, and bruife to death. Alas ! this gentleman, * 
Whom 1 would &ve, had a moft noble father { 
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let but your honour know, whom 1 believe 
To be monV ftrait in virtue, whether la 
The working of your own affections, 
Had time coher'd with place, or place with wifhing, 
Or that the raiblute a£ling of your blood 
CooJd have attain'd th* effect of your own purpofe, 
Whether you had not fometune in your life 
Err'd in this point you cenfure now in him, 
And pulPd the law upon you. 

Ang. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcaha, 
Another thing to fall. 1 not deny 
The jury paflmg on the prifoner's life 
May in the fworn twelve have a thief or two, 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made 
To juftice, that it fei«es on. What know .. 
The laws that thieves do pafs on thieves ? 'tis pregnant, 
The jewel that we find, we ftoop and take't, 
Becaufe we fee it; but what we do not fee, 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not fo extenuate his offence, 
For 1 have had fuch faults \ but rather tell me 
Wben I, that cenfure him, do fb offend, 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. Be mutt die. 
Enter Proved. 

Efcal. Be't as your wifdom will. 

Jng. Where is the Prwvoft f 

Pr»v, Here* if it like your honour. 

Aug. See that Claudia 
Be executed by nine to-morrow morning. 
Bring him his conferTor, let him be prepared, 
For that's the utmoft of his pilgrimage. [Exit Provoft, 

Efcal. Well, heav'n forgive him ! and forgive us all! 
Some rife by fin, and fome by virtue fall : 
Some run through brakes of vice, and anfwer none $ 
And fome condemned tor one fault alone. 

scene: 11. 

Milter Elbow, Froth, Clown, and Officers. 
£ h. Come, bring them away 5 it thefe he good people 

»j . - * 
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in a common-weal, that do nothing but ale their ah a fe a Ja 
common houfes, I know no law 5 bring them away. 

y4»f. How now, .Sir, what's your name ? and wfcatft 
the matter? 

Elb. If it pleafc yonr honour, I am the pete Dake^s 
conftable, and nay name is .nVAro ; I do lean upon jufltcev 
Sir, and do bring in tarebeasre your food honour two no- 
torious benefa&ors. 

Ang . Benefadors ? well 5 what bencfa&on are they £ 
are they not malefactors ? 

Elb, If it pleafe your honour, I know not well wfatt 
tbey are } but precife villains they are,' that 1 am (are of, 
and void of all profanation in the world, that good chafi£» 
tians ought to have. 

EfcaL This comes off well $ here's a wife officer* 

jhg. Go to : what quality are yon of? Elbow & ftmt 
name ? Why daft then not fpeak, Elbow? 

Clown. He cannot, Sir 5 he's out at elbow. 

Ang. "What are you, Sir? 

Elb. He, Sir ? a tapftte, Sir j parcel-bawd ; one thit 
ferves a bad-woman; whofe houfe, Sir, was, as-thcjriajb 
pluckt down in the fuburbs 5 and nowihe ptofefies a-fcot- 
houfe 5 which, I think, b a very ill houfe too. 

EfcaL How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife, Sir, whom I deleft before heav'n and 
jrour honour. 

EfcaL How! thy wife? 
. E lb. Ay, Sir ; whom I thank heav'n ia an honeft w e t aa n. 

EfcaL Doft thou deteft her therefore 7 

Elb. I fay, Sir, I weH deteft royfclf alio, as well as me, 
that this houfe, if it be not a bawd's houie, it is pity *f 
Jier life, for it is a naughty houfe. . , 

EfcaL How doft thou know that, conftable f 

Elb. Marry, Sir, by my wife ; who, if fhe had beenJa 
aanmanxammally given, might Jiave been accufed m ibsns> 
cation, adultery, and all uncleannefs there. 

EfcaL By that woman's means? 

Elb. Ay, Sir, by miftrets 0vsr*4*'s means } but at fhe 
apit in ha face, fo ibe defy 'd him* t « * 

4 Chfv*\ fir, if it pleafc y«or honour, this is not fb. 

Elb, 
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m.fttoteitfcfixe thtfc vaaleesiiere, then bmbxtbfc 
man, prove it* 
. iM DojpevfevAow he emulates? . 

Cfrvcw. Sir, flic came in great with child $ andlongieaj 
(fining wear -honour's reverence) far -ftcwM -prance ; we 
had hot two in -the home, which a* that very inftant dime 
flood, «« iH ware, in a rniit-diih, a dim of fume three 
pence 5 (your honours have ieen fuch dunes, they are sftt 
Sbima diihes, -hot very good diihes.) 

EfcaL Go to, go to $ no matter for the diih, Sir. 

Clown. Ho indeed, Sir, not of a pin $ yon are therein 
an therajbt : hot to the point.; as I fey, this rmftr*&££- 
foee, being, as I (ay, with child, and being great beUy'd, 
aadioagang, as 1 find, for prunes.; and fearing no more in 
the dsli f as J God; mailer F-ntb here, this Very man, 
having eaten the reft, as I faid, and, as I by, payugrfnr 
them very honeAfty j fee, as yea know, .mailer ***b, I 
coold not ft wyon three peace, again. 

F*<db. No indeed. . 
. XSfassft. Very well.; you being then, if you foremen* 
hred, cracking the (bnes^of the foreiaid peunes. 

Froth, Ay, fo I did indeed. - 

Clown. Why, eery well f I teliing yon then, if yen he 
temembred, that fuch a one, and fuch a one, were .pa ft 
core . of the 'thing you wot .of, . unlets .they kept geed diet, 
as I told you. 

Froth, .Ail this is true. 

down. "Why, very well then. 

EfcaL Gome, yon are. a tediona fool; to the purpofes 
what was done to Elbow* wife, that he hath caofe to com- 
^ain of ? eome to what was done to her. 

down; Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

E(caI..Ho 9 Sir, 1 mean it not. 

down, Sirj but you fhall come to it, by your honour's 
leave. : .and I: beseech you, lock into mailer Froth here, 
Sir, a man of fourfcore pound a year ; whole father dy'd 
at Halhwmds. Was't not at Hallowmas* matter Froth? 

Froth. JOLboBand eve. 

Gown. Why, very well ; I hope here he truths. He, 
dJ^-Otting, as I fay, in a lower chair, Sir ; 'twas in the 
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lunch of grapes, where indeed ybu have a delight to fit, 
have you not ? 

Frwfr. I have fo, becaofe it k an open worn, and good 
ibr winter. 

Cfonm. Why, very well then: I hope here be troths. 

v€«g-. This will laft out a night in Ruffia, 
When nights are longeft there. I'll take my leave, 
And leave you to the hearing of the caufe, 
Hoping you'll find good caufe to whip them all* [£**>• 
SCENE HI. 

Efcal. I think no lefs. Good-morrow to your lordflrip. 
Now, Sir, come on : what was done to Elbovfzwdc, once 
more? 

Clown. Once, Sir ? there was nothing done to her once. 

Eli. I befeech you, Sir, aft. him what this man did to 
my wiie. 
i Gown. I befeech your honour, afk me. 

Efcal. Well, Sir, what did th> gentleman to her ? 

Gown. I befeech you, Sir, look in this gentleman't 
face; good mailer Froth, look nponhis honour ; 'tis for a 
good purpofc j doth your honour mark his race ? 

Efcal. Ay, Sir, very well. c: . 

' Uown. Nay, I befeech you, mark it well. 

Efcal. Well, Idofo. 

Gown, Doth your honour fee any harm in hk face? 

Efcal. Why no. 

Gown. I'll be fuppos'd upon a hook, his race is the worft 
thing about him : good then ; if his face be the worft thing 
about him, how could mafter Froth do the conftable's wins 
any harm ? J would know that of your honour. 

Efcal. He's in the right ; conftable, what fey you tost? 

Elb. Firft, an it like you, the houfe is a refpecled hcufe j 
next, this is a refpe&ed fellow } and his miftrcJs k a re- 
fpected woman. « 

Gown. By this hand, Sir, his wife is a snore receded 
perfon than any of us all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou lieft ; thou lieft, wicked varlet ; the 
t : me is yet to come, that (he was ever reipe&ed with man, 
uoman, or child. 

Owr.. 

Digitized by GoOgle 



Jdeafiere fir Mwfare. - % \ 

0mm* Sir, flic web itfpefted with him before he mar- 
j^i with her. • . 

£/£*/. Which \s the wifcr here 3 3V*"*# •* I**fvi$f 
Is this true? 

£#. O thcra caitiff! O thou fatfet !^ O thou wicked 
* Hannibal \ I refpeeted with her, tefore i was njgrryM 
to her ? If cw 1 war sejprltad with her, .or fas with 
me, let not jour worflup think me the poor Duke's offi- 
cer; ppove this, thou wicked * Hannibal, or. I'M have 
mine a&jon of battery on thee., 

fycal. if he took yon a taco'th* ear, 900 might have 
-jonr mdion e£ flankr too, 

£&. Marry, I thank your good worfhip for it: what 
Vt your wpv0up> feleafere I..&H1 do with this wiefced 
caitiff? 

Efcal, Truly, officer, beeanfe he hath fome o&noes in 

: him, that thou woukUt difcover if thou coukift, let him 

continue m his courfes, 'till thou Jcapw'ft what they are* 

; ; £/&. Jfjpaj, f thadc your, workup for it; thou fceft, 

thou wicked varlet now, what's come upon thee. Thou 

art to continue now, thou varlet j thou art to continue. ' 

tycal. Whese-weseyouhoH^ fiicnd ? [TaFroth. 

i . froth, Here in Vienna r Sir. ... 1 

Efcal, Are you of four£pre pounds a year ? 
. Fntb. Vos, an't pkafe you. Sir* 

Efcal. So. What trade are you of, Sir ? [To the Chip* 
• 42aa*i. AtapAar, a poorVidow ? a tapfter. 

Efcal. Your aaim^s'B name? 
,, GWk. Atiftrefs Qvm^n, 

££*/. JHathme had any more than one Jwftand ? . • 

dbuae. N3ne # Sir J Owr-<b/t : by the la& - . .,.' 

£%«/. Nine? Come hither to me, matter froth: maAer 
Fmjft, IavomH«othave7^ao^»i|jtodw4thtJpfteiSi they 
will daaw.y o*b matter JfoA*, and you will hang_the».. Get 
yau fctme, -and >let me hear no. more «f you. 

/>«&. 'I jhank^ourworfliip j for mine own part > linear 
-tome in|p any rdom in a.*ap houfe, but I am4r*w» in> , v - 
. Efat K W«U* W>«we <***> matter Frtf** Jtrewik 

• He means to fry Jmmai. S C E N E 

v Digitized by GoOgle 



22 Meajurt for Meafure* 

scbnb nr. ' 

Come you hither to me, matter tapftcr j what's your tank, 
mafter tapftcr f r 

Gown. Pmfcy. ' - 

' Efcal. What elfe? 

Go%vn. Bum, Sir. 

Efcal. Troth, and your bam is the greateft thing about 

- you, fo that, in the beaftlieft fenfe, ybo are -P«pgr the 

great. Pvmpy, you are partly a bawd, Poafej \ howfocver 

you colour it in being a tapftcr ; are you not ? come, tell 

me true, it (hall be the better for you. 

Cfown. Truly, Sir, I am a poor fellow that would live. 

Efcal. How would you live, Yompey t by being a bawd ? 
what do you think of the trade, Pompejt it it a lawful 
trade r 

Owi. If the law will allow it, Sir. 

Efcal. But the law will not allow it, fmfty, and it 
' Jhall not be allowed in Viama. • 

Q*wn . Doc* your worfliip mean to geU and fpby all die 
youth in the city ? 

Efcal. No, Pomptj. 

dwn. Truly, Sir, in my poor opinion, they will to*t 
then. If your worfliip will take order for the drabs and 
knaves, you need not to fear the bawds. 

Efcal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell you : 
• it is but heading and hanging. 

down. If you head and hang all that offend that way 
but for ten years together, you*ll be glad to give out a 
commifljon for more heads : if this law held in Fknna tea 
years, 1*H rent the faireft houf* in it after three pence a 
bay : if you live to fee this come to pafc, lay Pbmfxy told 
you fo. 

Efcal. Thank you, good Pmfty\ and in requital of 
your prophecy, hark you, I advift you let me not find you 
before me again upon any complaint whatsoever \ no, not 
•• for dwelling where you do : if I do, P***y> I HkSH beat 
you SO your tent, and prove a ftrewd Conor to you : hi 
plain dealing, Pompy, I fltall have you whiat t fo-for this 
time, Pe*$*y, fare you well, 

Ckmti 
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Qtmm. I thank your worihip for your good cotrafel j but 
, I fall fellow it, as the flefli and fortune (hall better determine* 
Whip me ? no, no $ let carman whip his jade ; 
The valiant hearth not whipt out of his trade. [£xf'f. 

I S.C E N E V. 

Ejeal. Come hither to me, matter EJhow ; come hither, 
; »ter conftable } how long have you been in this place of 
onftable? 
EU. Seven year and a half, Sir. 
Efcol. I thought, by your readineis in the office, you had 
continued in it for fome time : you fay feven years together ? 
E&s And a half, Sir. 

Efcol. Aha ! it hath been great pains to you 5 they do 
yoo wrong to put you fo oft upon't : are there not men in 
joar ward fufficient to fervc it ? 

ES>. 'Faith, Sir, few of any wit in foch matters ; an 
ibey are chofen they are glad to chufe me for them. I do 
it for fome piece of mony, and go through with all. 

Efcol, Look you, bring me in the names of fome fix or - 
fcven, the moft fufficient of your parifh. 
E&, To your worship's houfe, Sir ? 
EftoL To my houfe ; fare you well. What's a clock, ' 
think you r [Exit Elbow; 

Jufl. Eleven, $ir. 

Efcol. I pray you, go home to dinner with me, 
Jufi. I humbly thank you. 
Efcol It grieves me for the death of Claudio : 
But there's no remedy. 
Juft. Lord «^«g*& is fevere. 
EfcoL It is but needful : 
Mercy is not it felf, that oft looks fo ; 
Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe : 
But yet poor Claudio / there's no remedy* 
Gome, Sir. [Extunfr 

S C E N E VI. Enter Provoft, and a Servant. 
Sere. He's hearing of a caufe $ he will come ftraight : 
m tell him of you. 

Ertw. Pray you do ; I'll know 
Ha pkafure ; may be he'll relent ; alas ! 
He hath but as offended in a dream ; A „ 

AW 
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Aft feels, all ages finack o* tV vice j and lie 
To die for it I 

Enter Angelo. 

->0g/-Now, whafs the matter, ProvoJI? 

Proa. Is it your will Waitiiio (lull die tomorrow ?. 
' A*g. Did not I tell.thee yea ? hadft thou notojdet ? 
Vfhyaik again? 

Paw. Left I might be too rafli. 
Under your good corrcfiion, I have feen 
When after execution judgment hath ^ 

Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang. Let that be mine ; 
Do you your office, or give op your place, 
And you fliall well be fparM. 

Prov. I crave your pardon, 
'tfhat (hall be done, Sir, with the groaning JaBa t 
$Be*8 very near her hour. 

Jin*. Difpofeof her 
Tofome more fitting place, and that with (peed. 

Strv. Here is the filler of the m a n con demne d, . 
Delves acceis to yon. 

*Ang. Hath he a lifter? 

*Prvo. Ay, my good lord, a very virtuous maid. 
And to be fhordy of a fifter-hood, 
If not already. " 

A*g. Let her be admitted. [Exit Sa*m. 

See you the fornicatress be remov'd | 
Let her have needful, but not laviflx means ; 
There maU be order for it. 

SCENE VII. EMUrhackiaMJl&benx. 

Prov. 'Save your honour! 

Aug* Stay yet a while. Y*are welcome \ what's your wiU? , 

Ifab. I am a woful fuitor to youf honour, 
Pleafe but your honour feat me. 

Aug. What's your fuit ? . . „ 

Jfat. There is a vice that moft 1* do abhor. 
And moft define ihould meet the blow of juflice, 
For which I would not plead, but that I muft J 
For which I muft plead, albeit I 3m 
A* war *twixc will, and will not/ 



Ag. 
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J*g, Weft j the matter ? 

Ifab. I have a brother is condemn'd to-day j 
I do befeech you, let it be his fault, 
And not my brother. 

Prvo. Heav'ne^ve thee tnovisg graces f 

Aug. Condemn the fault, and- not the altar of it ? 
Why, every fault's condemn'd ere it be done j 
Mine were the very cipher of a ftaAnn 
To fine the frolo, whofe fine ftands » record, 
And let go by the a&w. 

J jab. O juft, but fever* law ! 
I had a brother then ;— — heat'n keep your honour f 

Lucio. Give't no* o'er fo t to him again, intreat him, 
Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown 5 
You are too cold ; if you mould need a pin, 
You could not with a more tame tongue defire it. 
To him, I fay. 

Ifab. Muft he needs die f 
' /vtg* Maiden, no remedy. 

Ifab. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him, 
And neither heav'n nor man grieve at the mercy. 

Aug. I will not do't. 

Ifab, But can you if you would ? 

Aug. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do; 

Ifab. But might you do**, and do the world no wrong, 
If to your heart were touch' d with that remorfe 
As trnpe ia to him ? 

Ang. He's fentene'd 5 'tis too late. 

Lucio. You are too cold. 

Ifab. Too late i why, no 5 I that do fpeak a word, 
May call it back again : and believe this, 
No ce r emo n y that to great ones belongs, 
Mot the King's crown, nor the' deputed fword, 
The imrfluTs truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half fo good a grace 
As mercy does : if he had been a* you, 
And you as he, you would haveflipt like him 5 
But he, like you, would not haf e been fo ftera. 

A*t. Pray you, be gone. 

Ifab. I woulito heav'a I had your potency, 

4ot. It C A«l 
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And you were Ifabtl ; mould it then be thus 9 
No $ ; would tell what 'twere to be a judge, 
And what a prifoner. 

Luci: Ay, touch him ; there's the vein. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but wafte your words. 

fab. Alasl alas! 
-Vhv, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once; 
A:A he that might the 'vantage beft bate took, 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of judgment, ihould 
But judge you as you are ? oh, think on that* 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid ; 
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother* 
Were he my kinfman, brother, or my fon, 
It mould be thus with him j he dies to-morrow. 

J fab. To-morrow ? oh ! that's fudden. Spare him, fpara 
He's not prepared for death : even for our kkchins [him. 
We kill the fowl of feadbn j ferve we heay'n 
With lefs refpeel than we do minifter 
To our grofs felves ? good," good my lord, bethink you: 
Who is it.that hath dy'd for this offence i 
There's many have committed it. 
Lucio. Ay, wellfaid. * : 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, tho' It hath flept : . 
Thofe many had not $ar'd to do that evil, 
If the firft man that did th' edict, infringe 
Had anfwer'd for his deed. Now 'tis awake, 
Takes note of what is done, and like a prophet, 
Looks in a glafs which (hews that future evils 
Or new, or by remifsnefs new conceiy'd, 
And fo in progrels to be hatch'd and bom, 
Are now to have no fuceeflive degrees. 
Bur, ere they live, to end. 
Jfab. Yet (hew fome pity. 
Ang. I ftew it mod oi all when I raew juftice $ 
For then I pity thofe I do not know, 
Which a diftnj&'d offence would after gall j 

: A* 
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And do him right, that anfwering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to a& another. Then be fatisry'd j 
Ybor brother ditt to-morrow j be content. 

Ifab. So you muft be the firft that gives this featence, 
And he tharfuffers : oh, 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's ftrength j hut tyrannous 
To ufeit like a giant. ' 

Imcjo. That's well faid. 

Ifah. Could great men thunder 
As Jove bimfelf does, ^w would ne'er be quiet ; 
For every pelting, petty officer 
I n c efl a nt ly would ufe his heav'n for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder : merciful, fweet heav'n ! 
Thou rather with thy (harp and fulph'rous bolt 
Split'ft the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 
Than the foft myrtle : O, but man! proud man, 
Dreft in a little brief authority, 
(Moft ignorant of what he's moft aflur'd, 
H» gjafly efTeoce.) like an angry ape, 
Plays fuch fantaflick tricks before high heav'n, 
As makes the angels weep $ who with our fpleem 
Would ail themfelves laugh mortal. 

Lucio. Oh, to him, to him, wench $ he will relent % • 
He's coming: I perceive' e. 

Pr*v. Pray heaven fte win him. 

IfaB. We cannot weigh our brother with your felf : 
Great men may jeft with faints 5 'tis wit in them, 
But in the lefs foul prophanation. 

Lucio, Thou'rt right, girl 5 more o' that. 

Ifak. That in the captain's but a cholerick word, 
Whicfc in the foldier is flat blafphemy. 

Lucio* Art thou advis'd o' that ? more on't, yet more* 

Anr. Why do you put thefe layings upon me ? 

IptS. Becaufe authority, tho' it err like others, 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itfelf, 
That flcins the vice 0' th* top : 'go to your bofom, ■ : * 
Knock there, land ask your heart what it doth know 
That's like my brother's fault 5 if it cornels 
A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his, 
l*t it not found a thought upou your tongue . _ 
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Againftroy brother's life. .> 

Ang, She fpeaksi and'tis .- - 

Such fenfe, that my fenfe Weeds witb't. Fare you wdL i 
fytk. Gentle my lord, tarn back.. i . ., 

yi«f. I will bethink me : ^torne again to-morrow. . 
J^J. Hark how Til bribe yon ; good my lord, twin bade* 
Ang. How? bribe me? •%>.•" 

Hi?. Ay, with fuch gifts that heaVn (hall Atfe with you. 
£««o. You had marr'd all ehe. 
Ifab. Not with fond ftekek of the tefted gold, 
Or ftones, whofe rate is either rich or poor 
As fancy values them j but with true prayers. 
That (hall be up at heav'n, and enter there, 
Ere fun rife ; prayers fromipreferved foully i 

From fading maids whofe minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well; come to-morrow. 
JJab, Heav'n feeep your honour fefe I 
Ang. Amen ! I fay : \Afik. 

For I am that way going to temptation* 
Where prayers crofe. 

Ifab. At what hour to-morrow 
S^aU 1 attend ydu ? 

Ang . At any time 'fore noon. 

Jfab. 'Save your honour ! [Exeunt Lucie J^KaBtlhu 

. SCENE VIII. 

Ang. From thee $ even from thy virtue 1 
What's this ? what's this > is this her fault or mine ? 
The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moft ? 
Not (he j nor doth me tempt; but it is I 
That lying by the violet in the fun, 
Doa« the carrion does, not as the flower, 
Corrupt with virtuous feafon. Can it be, 
That modefty may more betray our fenfe, 
Than woman's lightnefs ? htving wade ground enough* ; 
Shall we defire to ma* the ka&uary, 
And pitch our evils there : oh, fie, fle, fie! 
What doft thou ? or what art thou, Angdo t 
Doft thou defire her foully, for thofe things 
That make hertood ? Oh* let her toother live t ^._ 
. • j Thievet 
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Thieves for their robbery have authority, 
WJjea judges ileal themfelves. What ! do I love her, 
That I deftre to hear her fpeak again, 
And feaft upon her eyes ? what is't I dream on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, that to catch a faint 
With -faiots doft bait thy hook ! moft dangerous 
Js that temptation that doth goad us on 
To fin in loving virtue 5 ne'er could the ftwrnpet, 
"With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once4rir my temper 5 but this virtuous maid 
Subdues, me quite : Ev'n *tiU" this very Now, 
When men were fond, I foiil'd, and wonder'd how. TJSxiU 
SCENE IX. ji Prifin. 
£*ter Duke habited like a Prior t andProvofi. 

Duke, Hail to you, Prvuoft : fo I think you are. 

Prov. lam the Provofi) what's your will, good Prior f 

£irjtf. Bound by my charity, and my bleil order, 
I come to vifit the afflicted fpirita 
Hoc in the prifon 5 do me the common right 
To let me fee them, and to make -me know 
The nature of their crimes j that I may minifte? 
To them accordingly. 

Prav. I would do more than that 4 if more were needful* 
Enter Juliet. 
Look, here comes one 5 a gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flaws of her own youth, 
Hath blifter'd her report t Ae is with child, 
And he that got it, fentene'd : a young man 
More fit to do another fuch offence. 
Than die for this. 

Duke. When muft he die ? 

Prov, As I do think, to-morrow; 
I have provided for you 5 ftay a while, [7* Jaliet, 

And you fhall be conducted. 

Duit. Repent you, fair one, of the fin you carry ? 

Jditrt. J do 5 and bear the Ihame moft patieiWy. 

Duh. Til teach you how you fhall arraign your confciencff j 
And try your penitence if it be found, 
Or hollowly put on. 
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Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you? . *» • - 
JbAW. Yes, as t love the womao that wrong'd, him* 
Duke. So then it feems your moil orTencefol ait , , 

Wa8 4 mutoally committed. 

y«&f. Mutually. , . , ,. . ' t > 

Date. ,Then was your fin* of heavier kind than his* • - 
Juliet, I do confefs it and repent it, father* r 

Duke. 'Tis meet fo, daughter } but repent yon not . . 

As that the fin hath brought you to this flume ? 

Which forrow's. always tow'rds«urfelves, not heaven,. - 

Showing we'd not feek heaven, as we love it, 

fylt-as'wejfhnd in fear. 

Juliet, I do repent me as it is an evil, 

And take the mame with joy. -'; 

Duke, 'Ti§ well, tl^ere reft. 

IfQttt partner, as J hear, ma# die to-morrow, 

And I am going with Inirru&ion to him J 

So grace go with you 5 betted: cite f [£*xiry 

Juliet, Muft die to-morrow ! oh injurious law, 

That refpites me a life, whofe very comfort 

la (till a dying .horror ! 

Prov, 'Tis pity of him. [Exeunt* 

S. C p N E X, TU Palace. , 
Enter Angeio. 
Aug, When I would pray and think, I think and pray 

To fev'ral fubjects : heav'n hath my empty words, 

Whilft my intention, hearing not my tongue, 

Anchors on Ijaktl ; heavVs in my mouth, 

As if I did but only chew its name, 

And in my heart the ftrong and fwellmg evil 

Of my conception : the ftate whereon I ftudied 

Is like a good thing being often read, 

prown fear'd and tedious j yea, my gravity, 

Wherein (let no man hear me) ,1 take pride, 

Could I with boot change for an idle plume 

Which the air beats for vain, 'p^ pjace! oh form I 

How often doft thou with thy cafe, thy habit, 

Wrench awe from fools, and tie t^e wifer fouls 

To thy falfe feeming f blood, thou art but blood :. > 

Let's write good angel on the devil'* horn j 

% ^ Ltl* 
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Ii'tnot the devil's creft ? How now ? who's (heat ? • 
Ettter Servant, 

Sera. One Ifabel a fifter afki accefc to you. 

j*y. Teach her the way. Oh heavens! why does my 
Thus mufter to my heart, making both that {blooi 

Unable for kfelf, and difpoiTefling 
My other parts of necefiaryfitnefs ? 
So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwoott $ . 
Come all to help him, and (b ftop the air 
By which he (houJd revive : and even fo 
The gen'ral fubjefts to a well-wimt Ring 
Quit their own part, and in obfeauioBS fondnefe 
Crowd to his prefence, where their untaught love 
Miaft needs appear offence. - How now, fair maid ? 

SCENE SO. Mnter Jjabetta. ., 

IJab* I am come to know yoor pleafure. 

Aug, That yoa might-know it, would moch better pleatf- 
Than to declare what 'tis. He cannot live* [me, 

Jfab. Evenfo?- heav'n keep yen! {Ga/j|g« 

Aug . Yet may he live a while 5 
And it may be as long as yon or I $ 
Yet he moft die. 

Ifab, Under your fentence } 

Ifat. t When, I befeech you ? that in his reprieve, 
longer or morter, he may be fo fitted, 
That hia foul ficken not. 

A*g. Ha f fie, thefe filthy vices ! 'twere as good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature ftoTn 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their (awcy lewdneft that 4b com heav Vs image 
h Ramps that are forbid : 'tis all as jurt, 
Finely to take away a life true made, 
As to put mettle in refhained means, 
Tomake aralfeone. 

Jfsk. 'Tis fetdown fo in heav'n, but not in earth, > v 

Jhtg, And (ayyou fo ? then I JKall poze you quickly* ; 
Which had you rather, that die mod juft law 
Now took your brother's lire \ or, to redeem hixn» 
Gj?e up your body to feci* iWeet uncleannefe 
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Asmc, tfcatnehathfram'd? 

Ifab. Sir, believe this, 
I had rather give my body than toy foul. 

Ang. I talk not of your foul j our compelled fins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 

Ifab. How fay you ? . 

Ang, Nay, I'll not warrant that ; for I can fpeak 
Againft the thmg I fay. Anfwer to this : 
I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce afentence oh your brother's life : 
Might there ppt be a charity in fin, 
To lave this brother's life ? 

JJab. Pleafe^jbu to dot, 

I'll take it as a peril to my foul, 
It is no fin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas'd you to do*t at peril of your foul, 
Were't equal poire of fin and charity ? 

Ifab. That I do beg his life, if it be fin, 
Heav'n let me bear it ! yon granting my fuit. 
If that be fin, 1*11 make't my morning- pray > 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 
And nothing of your anfwer. 

Ang. Nay, but hear me : 
Yourfenfepurfuea not mine : either you're ignorant, 
Or feera fo craftily ; and that's not good. 

Jfab. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But gracioufly to know I am no better. 

Aug, Thus wifdom wifhes to appear moft bright, 
When it doth tax it felf : as thefe black mafques 
Proclaim an en-fliicld beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could difplay'd. But mark me well ! 
To be received plain I'll fpeak more grofs j 
Your brother is to die. 

Jfab. So. 

Ang. And hb offence b fo, as it appears 
Accountant to that law upon that pain. 

Ifab. True 

Ang . Admit no other way to fave his life, 
{As I fub&ribenot that, nor any other,) 
But (in the lols of oueftton) that you his /iter, 

i finding 
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Fading yc**ft£4efir'd of foch aneribn, 
Whofc credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from theiiianaclcs 
Of the all-holding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean mutvehhn, hut that either 
Yon muft Jay down the taeaJbras of your bodr 
Tothia^pofcd, or elle let timfufierj 
What would you do ? 

Ifab. M mack for my poor brother as myfcjff 
Tbatb, were I uauk* tie teams tf death, 
Th' imprcffion of Jaeen whips 1M wear at rubies, 
And ftrtp myfelf to death -as to a bed 
That looting I've been nek for, ererdyiett 
My body up.tq ihante. 

A*r. Then muft your brother die. 

Ifab. And 'twere the- cheaper way j 
Better it were a brother.dy*d atonce, 
Than that a fiftes, by redeeming him, 
Should differ ever. 

-<*u/. Were not you then as cruel as the fcnteftce 
That von have flander'd fo ? 

Ifal. An igaonu nja ni ia n n w n, . and tree pardon, 
Are of two hoofes 5 lawful mercy fare t 

Is nothing km to font Tedeenpsion. 

J»g. You &emM of late to make the lawn tyrant, . 
And rather prov'd the Aiding of your brother 
A merriment than a vine, 

Ifab. 0b, pardon me, 
My lord; it very oft fiilh out, tt> have 
What we would have, We. nVenk nut what we mean 1 \ 
I fomethingun eexufe the thing; I hate, 
For his advantage that i dearly teve. 

Jhr. WeareallfiaeK 

Ifal. Elfe let in* farther diey 
If not a reodary but 'ojn> he 
Owe and facceed -by wmknesV, 

Anr. Nay, women aw fan* too* 

IJa*. Ay, as tnegUfewketedjey^ie*themfeWe$<j 
Which am Jfeeafyuiufce as they make forme. 
Women! help heav'n-i uBepainwY^Bamt^enmr. . .; 
•;, In 
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In profiting by them: nay, call «s ten tunes frail; 
For we are fort at our * complexions art, 
And credulous to falfe prints, 

Ang, I think it well ; 
And from this temmoay of your own fe«, 
(Since I fupneie we're made to be no ftronger 
Than faults may (hake out frames) let me be bold } 
I do arreft your words : be that you are,' 
That is-, a woman $ if you're more, you're none. 
If you' be one, as you are well eapreJs'd 
By all external warrants, (hew it now, 
By putting on the deftuVd livery. 

Ifab. 1 have no tongue but one ; gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you fpeak the former language. 

Aht. Plainly conceive I love you. 

JJa%. My brother did love Juliet j 
And you tell me that he (hall die for it. • 

An?. He (hall not, IfM, if you give me love. 

Ifab, I know your virtue hath a licence ia't, 
Which feemi a little fooler than it is, 
To pluck on others. 

Ang K Behove mens rame honour, 
My words exprefs my purpofe. 

J ah. Ha ! little honour to be much believ'd, 
moft pernicious purpofe J ieeming, feeming ! 
I will proclaim thee, Angtb j look for't's 
Sign me a prefent pardon for my v brother > 
Or with an out-ftretch'd throat I'll tell the world 
Aloud what man thou art. 

Jk& Who will believe thee, Ited? 
My unfoiTd name, th* auftereneb of my life, 
My vouch againft you, and my place i* th* Aate»- 
Will fo your accutation over-weigh, 
That you (hall ftifle in your own report, 
And fmell of calumny. I have begun* 
And now I give my fenfual race the rein. 
Fit thy confent to my (harp appetite, 
Lay by all nicety, and predssious bluihes 
That bani(h what they me for : fave tby»brofcbef 
By yielding up thy body to my will. 
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6r elfe he Attft not OnJy die the death, 
dot thy unkindneis flull his death draw out 
► To Img'ring furlerance. Anfwer me to-morrow, 
Or by th* affedfcion that now guides me molt, 

• HI prove a tyrant to him. As for you, 

Say what you can, my falfe o'erweighs your troe. [Exit, 

Ifii. To whom mould I complain ? did I tell this, 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths, 
Tiat bear in them one and the felf-feme tongue, 
Ether of condemnation or approov** 5 • 
Bidding the law make curtfic to their will, 
Hooking both right and wrong to th* appetite, 
To follow as it draws. 1*11 to my brother. 
Tho' he hath fall'n by prompfare of .the blood, 
Vet hath he in him fuch a mind of honour, 
That had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he'd yield them up, 
Before bis After mould her body ftoop 
To fttch abhorr'd poUution. 
Then, Ifabcfy live cbafte, and, brother, die} 
More than our brother is our cbafttty. 
I'll tell him yet ofAngelos requeft, • 

And fit his mind to death for his foul's reft. [£*/>. 

ACT III. SCENB I. 

Tbi PRISON. 
Enter J>nkc, Claodio, WProvoft. 
Duke. QO t then; you hope for pardon from lord Atgtlof * 
O Ciaui. The mi ferable have no other medicine 
But only hope: Fve hope to live, and am 
Prcpar'd to die. 

Duht. Be abfolute for death ; ok death or life 
Shall thereby be the fleeter. Reafon thus 
With life; if I do lofe thee, I do lofe ' 
A thing that none but. fools would keep, a breath 
Servile to all the ftiey influences, 

* That do this habitation where thou keep'ft 

^iAfmfhm is to be taken ia the fenfe of 4/f*Mm. 

Hourly 
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Hourly affift : meerly thou art death* fool • jf * ' ^ 

For him thou labour' ft by thy fight to Ann, ' 

And yet ruun'ft tow'rd him ftilh Thou art not nobk $ 

For all th* acconimodatiam that thou bear'ft 

Are nurs'd by bafeneft t thou'tt by no means valiant j - 

For thou doft fear the fort and tender fork 

Of a poor worm. Thy beft of reft it deep, 

And that thou oft provok'ft; yet grofly ftar'ft 

Thy death* which ia no more. Thou'rt not thyfclf ; 

For thou eiift'ft on many a thooiand grains 

That iflue out of duft. Happy thou art not : 

For what thou haft not, ffiU thou ftriv'ft to get, 

And what thou haft, rorgett'ft. Thou art not certain ; 

For thy complexion shifts to ftrange efe&s, 

After the moon. Though thou art rich, thoo'rt poor \ 

For like an aft, whole bade with ingots bows, 

Thou bear* ft thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloadeth thee. Friend haft thou none ; 

For thine own bowels which do call thee Sire, 

The meer eftmon of thy proper loins, 

Po curfe the Gwt 9 Serpigo, and the Rbeam, 

For ending thee no fooner. Thou haft nor youth, nor age j 

But af it were an after-dinner's fleep, 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy bleffed youth 

Becomes an indigent, and doCh beg the alms '» 

Of palfied eld 5 and when thou'rt old and rich, 

Thou haft neither heat, affe&ion, limb, nor beauty 

To make thy riches pleafant. What's in this 

That bears the name of life? yet in this life | 

Lye hid a thou&nd deaths j yet death we fear, 

That makes thefe odds all even. 

Claud, I humbly thank you. 
To foe to live, I find \ feek to dts> • \ 

And faking death, find lifet let it eome on. 

Ruttr Habefla. V 

JJab. What, ho? peace hem, grace and good company 1 

• In the fimplieity of the aneient fhews'upon ear rbge it was 
common to bring in two figures* one rcprefenunca fW, the other i 
Dtaih or Futt The turn aad^aauivapce of the plece^m tfCtpeke «i 
the £W Uy many Aratagema to avoid &•«£, which yet brought 
Mia more immediately into the jawi of it, 

JPmr, 
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^ Tm>. Who's there ? come in : the wiihdeferves a welcome. 
► ^- -£*. Dear Sir/erc| long PII vifit you again. 

Om</. Moft holy Si*, 1 thank yqu. 

Ifab. My buBnefi is a>ord or two with O audio, 

Prov. And very welcome!. Sigoior, here's your fiftcr. 

Duke. Proi/oft, a word with you. 

Prov. As many as you pleafe. 

Duke. Bring them to fpeak where Tmay be conceals, 

Yet hear them. f Exeunt Duke and Provoft. 

SCENE II. 

Claud. Now, good fifter, what's the comfort? 

Ifab. Why, as all comforts are j moft good in fpeed : 
Lord Angeh having affairs to heav'n, 
Intends you for his fwift embaflador 5 
Where you /hall be an everlafting leiger. 
Therefore your beft appointment make with fpeed, 
To-morrow you fet out. 

Qaud. Is there no remedy ? 

Ifab. None, but fuch remedy, as, to (ave a head. 
Muft cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Ifab.^ Yes, brother, you may Jive : 
There is a deviii/h mercy in the judge, 
If you'll implore it, that will free your life, 
But fetter you 'till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Ifab. Ay, juft 5 perpetual durance, a reftraint, 
Tho' all the world's vaftidity you had, 
To a determin'd fcope. 

Claud. But in what nature f 

Ifab. In fuch a one, as, your contenting to't, 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear, 
And leave you .naked. 

Claud. l>t me know the point, 

Ifak, Oh, I do fear thee, Qaudio, and I quake, 
Left thou a fev'rous life flvroldft entertain, 
And fix or feven winters more refpc£t 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ft thou die ? 
The fenfe of death is moft in apprehenfion, 
And the poor bectk that we tread upon, 

Vot.II. p ^* In 
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In corp'ral {utterance finds a pang as great,. 
As when* giant dies. 

Claud, Why give you me this flame? 
Think you I want a refolution fetchM 
From flow'ry tendernefi ? if I mult die, 
I will encounter darkness as a^bride, 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Lab. There fpake my brother; there my father's gray© 
Did totter forth a voice. Yet, thou muft die : 
Thou art too noble to conferve a life 
In bafe appliance. This outward -fainted Deputy, 
Whole fettled vifage and delib'iate word 
Nips youth i* th' head, and follies doth enunew 
As raulcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil : 
His filth within, being eaft he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud. The prieftly Ang do I 
Ifab. Oh,, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 
The damne<ni body to invefc and cover 
In prieftly guards. Doft thou think, Claudiv f 
If I would yield him my virgjnky, 
Thou might'ft be freed. 

Claud. Oh heav'ntf ! it cannot be. 
Ifab. Yes, he would grant thee, for this rank offence,. 
So to offend him ftill. This night's the time 
That I fhould do what I abhor to name, 
Or elfe thou dy'ft to-morrow. 
Claud. Thou flialt not do*fc 
Ifab. Oh, were it but my life, 
I*d throw it 4own for your deliverance 
At frankly as a pin. 

Gaud. Thanks, deareft Tfobel. 
Ifab. Be ready, Claudio^ for your death to-morrow, 
Claud. Yes. Has he then affeftiom in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by th* nofe, 
When he would force it T fure it is no fin j 
Or of the deadly feven it is the leaA. 
Nab. Which is the leaft? 
Claud. If it were damnable, he being fe wife,. 
Why, would he for the momentary trick 

Bo 
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^Be petdanUy finM? oh IjM! 

If*b. What lays my brother? 

Clamd. Dmth's a fearful tiling. 

lbb. And tamed life a hateful. 

Garni. Ay, but to die, and go we know sot where:: 
To lye in cold obftmaion, and to rot j 
This ieafible warm motion to becosae 
A kneaded clod-j and the dilated fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to rcfide 
la thrilling regions of thick-rxibbed ice^ 
To be tmnrhonM in the viewieis winds, 
And blown with reftleis. violence sound about 
She pendant worlds or to be worfc than worft 
Of thofe — that lawlefg and lncertain thought — 
Imagine howling ; — 'tis too horrible ! 
The wearied and moft loathed worldly life, 
That age, aoh, penury, imprifonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradue 
To what we fear of death, 

I[<*. Alas! alas! 

CW. Sweet fifter, letmeltve. 
Wat fin jou ilo to fave a brother'e life* 
Nature difpenfes with the deed & far, 
That it becomes a virtue. ' 

Jfab. Oh, youbeaftl s 

OhtutUeiseowafdl ohdhaoneit wretch 1 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 
uVt not a kind of inceft, to take life 
From thine own filler's ihame ? what Aould I think* 
Heav'n graat my mother plaid my father fair ! 
for fuch a warped slip of wildernefi 
Ne'er ifiu'd ftom his blood. Take my defiance, 
Die, perka! might my only beading down 
Reprieve thee from thy fete, it rtiould proceed. 
I'll pay a thoufand prayers for thy death j 
No word to (ave thee. 

Claud. Hear me, Ifabel. 

Ifab. Oh, fie, fie, fie ! 
Thy fin's not accidental, but a trade; 
iletcy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd | 

J) ai *Tx3 
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'Tis beft that thou dy'ft quickly, 

Claud, Oh hear me, Ifabella. 

SCENE III. Totbem, Enter Duke and Provoft. 

/>«*>. Vouchfafe a word, young fifter, but one word. 

IJ*h. What is your will ? 

•D&&. Might you difpenfe with your leifure, I would 
by and by have fome fpeech with you t the fatisfa&ton I 
would require is likewife your own benefit. 

Ifab. I have no fuperfluous leifure 5 my ftay rrroft -be 
ftclen out of other affairs : but I will attend you a while. 

Duke. Son, I have over-heard what hath paft bet we en 
you and your fifter. Angtlo had never the purpofe to cor- 
rupt her ; only he hath made an effay of her virtue, to 
pra&ife his judgment with the difpofition of natures. She, 
having the truth of honour in her, hath made him that 
gracious denial, which he is moft glad to receive : I am 
con&ilbr to Angela, and I know this to be true* 5 therefore 
prepare your felf to death. Do not falfifie your refutation 
with hopes that are fallible 5 to-morrow you mud die r. go 
to your knees, and make ready. 

Claud. Let me aik my fifter pardon ; I am fo out of lave 
with life, that I will fue to be rid of it. [£*fr€taud. 

Duke, Hold you there 5 Jarewel. Provo/l, a word with 
you. 

Prov. What's your will, father? 

Duke, That now you are come you wiM be gone ; leave 
me a while with the maid 5 my mind promHies wkh my 
habit no loft mall touch her by my company. 

Prov. In good time. [ExitPm. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath made 
you good J the goodnefi that is cheap in beauty, makes 
beauty brief in fuch goodneis j but grace being the foul of 
your completion, mall keep the body of it ever fair. The 
aflault that Angtlo hath made on you, fortune hath con- 
vey*d to my underfhnding ; and but that frailty hath ex- 
amples for his falling, I mould wonder at Angtlo t how 
will you do to content this Substitute, and to lave your bro- 
ther? 

Ifab. I am now going to refblve him : I had rather any 
brother die by the law, than my ion mould be unlawfully 

bom* 
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ton. Butofc, how much it. the food Duke uectaVd in 
^grie / if ever lie return, and I can fpeak to him, I witt 
open nay lips in vain, or difcovcr his government. 

Dnke. That Uallnot be much aroifi 3 yet as the matter 
bow Bands, he will avoid tout accufction 5 he madetryal 
of yon only. Therefore fallen yonr ear on my advifingps 
Id the love I have in doing good, a remedy prefents itfetf, 
J so make myfetf believe that you may most uprightly dt) 
• poor wronged lady a merited benefit} redeem your bro* 
ther from the angry law; donoftam to your own gra* 
bout pctfon, and much pleafe the a Went Duke, if per- 
adventure he ihall ever return to have hearing of this bufi* 
•eft. 

Ifti. Let me bear you fpeak* father : I have fpirit (9 

do any dung that appears not foul in the truth of my fprrtu 

Dmkt. Virtue is bold, and gpodnefs never fearful : have 

yon not heardjpeak ef Mariana, the fifter of Frederick the 

' great ibtdier who mifarried at leaf 

Jfab. I have heard of the lady, and food words went 
<wkh her name. 

Duke. Her Jhould this Angela have marry M; he was 
.affiene'd to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : be* 
4ween which time of the contract, and limit of the fo* 
fcsaaity, her 'brother Frederick waswreck'd at fea, hav- 
ing in that periflf d veflel the dowry of hia fitter. But 
mark how heavily this befel to the poor gentlewoman j 
•there ike loft a noble and renowned brother, in his love to* 
ward her ever mdft kind and natural ; with him the por- 
tion and finew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry j with 
fbotb, her combinatc-hiuoand, this wcll-fecmrag Atgek* . 
liab. Can this be fo ? did Angeh fo leave her ? 
t>uki. Left her in her tears, and. dry* d not one .of them 
with bis comfort $ fwallow'd his vows whole, pretending 
in her difcoveries of dishonour : in few words, beftow'd 
her on her own lamentation, which fhe yet wears for his 
fake j and he, a marble to her tears, is wafhed with them, 
•but relents not. 

Ifab. What a merit were it in death to take this poor 
maid from the world ! what corruption, in the life, that it 
will kt this man H*! but how out^f this can (he avail ? - 
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Duke, It is a rupture that you may cafily fecal ; and the 
care of it not only (aves your brother, but keeps yea from 
diihonour in doing it. 

Itab. Shew me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-nam'd maid hath yet in her the conti- 
nuance of her firft attention 5 his uajuft kindneis, that in 
all reafon fhould hare quenched her love,- hath, like an 
impediment in the current, made it more violent and un- 
ruly. Go you to Angdo y aoiwer his requiring with a plao- 
fible obedience 5 agree with his demands to the point j only 
refer your felf to this advantage : firft, that your ftay with 
him may not be long j that the time may have all fliadow 
and filence in it ; and the place anfwer to convenience. 
This being granted, in courfe now. follows all : we flwll 
advife this wronged maid to ftead up your appointment, gp 
in your place 5 if the. encounter acknowledge it felf here- 
after, it may compel him to her recompense j and here- by 
this is your brother faved, your honour untainted, the poor 
Mariana advantaged, and the corrupt Deputy fcaled. The 
maid will I frame, and make fit for his attempt t if yon 
think well to carry this as you may, the doublenels of 
the benefit defends the deceit and reproof. What think 
you of it ? 

JfaL The image of it gives me content already, and I 
truft it will grow to a moft profperous perfection. 

Duke. It lyes much in your holding up ; hafte you fpee- 
dily to Angtk j if for this night he intreat you to his bed,. 
give him promife of fatisfa&ion. I will prefently to St. 
Lukes • there at* the moated grange reticles this dejeded- 
Mariana 5 at that place call upon me, and difpatch with 
Angela, that it may be quickly. 

Jfao, I thank you for this comfort : fare you well, good 
rather. f Exeunt fcwrafly* 

SCENE IV. Tie Street, 
Enter Doke, Elbow, Clown and Officers. 
^ E&. Nay, if there <be no remedy for it, but that you 
will needs buy and fell men and women like beafts, we 
0pll have all the world drink brown and white baftard. 

Dnki. Oh heav'ns ! what fluff is here ? 
Gkwn. 'Twas never merry world face of two ufarert 

tbt 
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themerneft was pat down, and the worfcr aUow*d, by or- 
der of law, afurr'd gown to keep him warm, and forr'd 
with fez and lamb-flans too, to fignific, that craft being 
richer than innocency fftands for the facing. 
Eh, Come your way, Sir : blcfs yon, good father Friar* 
Duke. And yon, £004 brother father j what offence hath 
tbsman made you, Sir ? 

Elh. Marry, Sir, he hath offended the law; and, Sir, 
we take him to be a thief too, Sir j for we have found 
upon him, Sir, a ftrange pick-lock, which we have fest 
to the Deputy. 

Duke. Fie, Sirrah, a bawd, a wicked bawd! 
The evil that thou caufeft to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Do thou but think 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or doath a back 
Erom foch'a filthy vice : fry to thy felf, 
From their abominable and beaftly touches 
I drink, I eat, array my felf, and live. 
Canft thou believe thy living is a life, 
So ftinkingly depending ? go mend, mend. 

Clown. Indeed it doth ftink in fome fort, Sir j but yet, 
Sir, I would prove — 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have giv'n thee proofs for fin, 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prifon, officer j 
Correction and inftru&ion muft both work. 
Ere this rude beaft will profit. 

. EB>. He muft before the Deputy, Sir j he has given 
him warning ; the Deputy cannot abide a whore-mafter j 
if he be a whore-monger, and comes before him, he were 
as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were all, as fome would feem to be, 
Free from all faults, as from faults feeming free ! 
SCENE V. Enter Lucio. 
Elb. His neck will come to your waffce, a cord, Sir. 
Cioton. I fpy comfort j I cry bail : here's a gentleman^ 
and a friend of mine. 

Lucie. How now, rMzPomfuy? what, at the wheels 

of Cafarf art thou led in triumph ? what, is there none 

of Pygmafyn't images newly made woman to be had now, 

for putting the feaad in the pocket, and extra&ina it 

l clutch d ? 
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*latch'd? whet reply? ha? what &f*thant**mtam+ 
the matter, aad the method? iVt not drowa'd i*th* kft 
jain ? ha ? what (ay*ft thou, trot ? it the world as it was, 
man ? which is the way? ft. it lad and few worn* ? or 
how? the trick of k? 

JDiife. Stffl thus and tftrot) 4HU worfc? 

law a. How doth • my dear morfel, thy mrJbea) ? pro>« 
cores meftill? ha? 

Gfotm. Troth, Sir, Ae hath eatea up all the beef , ami 
ivisherfeif mtherwh. 

£itt0. Why, 'tis good 3 ft is the right of it 4 it am* 
he Co. Ever yoor freJh whore, and your powdef'd bawd, 
an unfhunn'd copfequeoce^ it moft be to* Aft going to 
onion, Pot/iptp r 

Clown. Yes, *rarth, Sir. 

La«o. Why, 'tisftot amift, Fompey: rarewelt go, toy 
2 fent thee thither. For debt, Pmpeyf or how ? 

2?&. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. WeH, then unprifen him ; if knarifoament he 
the due of a bawd,' why, 'tis his right. Bawd is he doubt- 
iels, and of antiquity too j bawd born. Farewel, good 
Pompeyj commend me to the prifon, Pompey 5 you wilt 
turn good hu&and now, Pompey 3 you will keep the houfe. 

Clowu I hope, Sir, your good worflap wiH he my bail. 

Lucio. No indeed will 1 not, Pompey ; it is not the wear j 
I will pray, Pompey, to increafe yoor bondage : if you tak* 
it not patiently, why, your mettle it the more: adieu* 
trn&y Pompey. 'Bleftyoo, Friar. 

Dm\e. And you. 
' Lacio. Does Bridget paint fttU, Pompey? ha? 

2?0. Come your ways, Sir, come. 

Qcwn. You will not bail me then, Sir P 

Lucio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news abroad. 
Friar f what newt? 
' JSft. Gome your ways, Sir, come* 

Lucio. Go to kennel, Pompey, go: 

\ Exeunt Elbow, Clown and Officers. 
SCENE VI, 
What news, Friar •, of the Duke ? 

Atfe. I know none; can you tall me of any? 

LwCt9m 
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' lucio. Some fry he is with die Emperor of Jt^w; other 
fime, be is in Jom: but where is he, think yoo ? 

Duke. I know not where ; bat wherefoever, I with him 
well. 

1*7*0. It was a mad fantaftical trick of him to fteal 
torn the ftate, and ufitrp the beggary he wm never bom to. 
Lord Augeh dukes it well in ha ahience j he puts Tranf- 
* greffion to t« 

Duke. He does well in't. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to leathery would do no harm 
in him ; fomething too crabbed that way, Friar. 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and feverity nveft cure it. 

Lucio. Yea in good froth, the vice is of great kindred ; 
k is well ally 'd 5 and it is impoffible to cxtirp h quite, 
Fiiur, 'till eating and drinking be pot down. They fay, 
this Angeb was not made by man and woman after the 
downright way 'of creation? is it tree, think you? 

Duke. How fljould he be made then ? 

Lucio. Some report, a fea-maid fpawn'd him. Some, 
that he was begot between two ftock.fimes. But it it -cer- 
tain, that when he makes water, his urine is congeal'd kej 
that I know to be true: and he has no motion generadve; 
that's infallible. * 

Duke. You are pleafcnt, Sir, and fpeak apace. 

Lucio. Why, what a ruthlels thing is this in him, for 
the rebellion of a cod-piece to take away the life of a man! 
would the Duke that is abfent have done this ? ere he 
would have hang'd a man for the getting a hundred bafbrds,\ 
he would have paid for the nurfing a thoufrnd. He had 
feme feeling of the fport, he knew the fcrvice, and that 
inftrucled him tb mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the abfent Duke much, detc&d for 
women 5 he was not indinM that way. 

Lucio. Oh, Sir, you are deceiv'd. 

Duke. 'Tis not poffible. 

Lucio. Who, not the Duke ? yet, yon beggar of fifty j 
and his ufe was, to put a docket in her clack-diih j the 
Duke had crotchets in him. He would be drunk too, that 
let me inform you. 

Duke. Yon do him wrong futely. 

Lucio. 
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£ewX fir, IwNaninwafdof hiss a fly fellow w* tin 
Duke; and I believe Ilonawthetaufe of his withdrawing 
M. Wh»tfr'yd»eaii^.hethe«wfe? 
£,«*»*<>. No 1 pardon j *tii a fecret muft be lockt wkfcin 
the teeth and the k>i tart this I can letyotf uafatftand* 
. the greater file wf the mojoA held the Dolce to be wife* 
r J&uht. Wife? why* no<*w$ai bathe was. . .. 

Z«a«. A very fuperficiai, ignorant, raweighinj foUew. 
Duke, Either this is envy aft yon, fatty, or miftaking : 
the very ftrtamof his life, and the bafineJs he hath helm- 
ed, muft upon a warranted need give him a better new* 
.ckmatien* -Let him be but aHtimnnifd in his own bring- 
ings forth, and he mail appear to the envlons, a fehoJar* 
a fUtefinan, and a foldier. Therefore you ipeak unflal- 
iuJly j or if year knowledge be mare, it iamoch 4arkesfd 
en yonr malice* 

Lucie. Sir, I know him, and I love him* 
/fob. Love talks with better knowledge, and knowledge 
. Wfith deavor love* 

Zede, Gome, Sir, I know what J know. 
Duh. I can hardly believe that, face yon know ant 
what yon ipeak* Bat if ever the Dafae return, as oor 
prayers are he may, let me defire you to make yonr anfwrr 
before himt rf it be honeft'yoo have (poke, yon have con* 
aragp to maintain it| I am boond to call noon you, end X 
amy yon, yonr name? 

lack. Sir, my name tst^nrw, well known to the Duke/ 
Dabs, He mail know yon better. Sir, if I may live to 
eeporryoa. 

Lutio* I fear yoa not, 

Duk*. O, yon hope the Duke will retam no more ; or 
-you mwginer me too unhnrtml an oppefite* bat indeed I 
<an do yoa a little harm : you'll torfwear this again ? 

Lucio. 1*11 be hang'd wrft : thou ait deceiv'd in jne. 
Friar, Bat no more of this. Ganft thon tell if CUuJi* 
xke to-morrow, ornot '. 

Bnh. Whyihonldhedie, Sir? 
Lmo», Why?, for filling a bottle with a tan-dim: f 
would the Duke we talk of were return'd again ; this on- 
geutur'd Agent will unpeople the province with contiuiency. 

%arrowj 
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Sparrows muft not build in his node-eaves, beeaute the j 
ait leaefcerous. The Dbfce yet would have dark deeds 
daily anfwered j he wouM never bring them to fight ^ 
would he were letarn'df Many, this Chudro k con- 
temned for untruffing. Farewel, goad #rw»j I pr^ythee,. 
pay for roe : the Duke, I fiy to thee again, wold eat 
motto* on Fridays, He 1 * not part it yet j and, Ifay to 
thee, he would mouth with a beggar, tho* Ac finelt of 
brown bread and garlkk? lay that Ifay foj farewel. [£*& 

Mhke. No naight nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can ceniure icape s back* wounding caromny 
xne wferteft vtrtue nnxes. what King 10 niong. 
■ Can tie the gall up in the fland'rooa tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 

SC1NE Vlt 
Ent er Efcalus , ftovort, Bawd, ami Officers. 

Mfcal. Go, away with her to prifon. 

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me j. your honour it 
accounted a merciful man $ good my lord* 

Efcai. Itooble and treble admonition, and ttiXt forfeit in 
the lame kind ? this would make mercy fwerve, and play 
the tyrant* 

Jflrow. A bawd of eleven yean con tinua n ce, may it pleafe 
your honour. 

Bawd, My lord, una as one I*9cto*t information agamft 
me: miflrefs KateKeep-dewn was with child by him m the 
Duke's time - r he promis'd her marriage : his child is a 
year and a quarter old, come FbiUp and Jacob : I have kept 
itmyfcrtf; and fee how he goes about to abufe me. 

Efcai. That fellow is a fellow of much licence $ let him 
be called before os» Away with her to prifon j go to $ no 
more words. [Exeunt with the Bawd.] Fmvffi y my 
brother Angeh will not be after'd : daodh muft die to- 
morrow : let him be rurntm'd with divines, and have all 
charitable preparation. If my brother wrought by my pity, 
it mould not be fo with him. 

Prtnr. So pleafe you, this Trior hath been with him, 
ad advis'd him for the enterta i nment of death* 

Bfeat. Good even, good father! 

Duke* BUft and goodnefc on you. I 
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Efcal, Of whence are you ? ' 
Duke. Npt of this country, tho* my chance It now 
To ufe it for my time : lama brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the See, 
In (pecial bufincfs from his Holinefi. 
Efcal. What news abroad i'th' world ? 

Duke, None, but that there is fo peat a fever on good— 
nets, that the difiblution of it muft cure it. Novelty is 
only in requeft j and it is as dangerous to be aged in any 
kind of courfe, as it is virtuous to be conftant in any un- 
dertaking. There is fcarce truth enough alive to make 
focieties fecure j but fecurity enough to make fellowflupe 
accurft. Much upon this riddle runs the wifdom of the 
world j this news is old enough, yet it is every day's news, 
I pray you, Sir, of what dMpofition was the Duke ? 

Efcal. One that above all other ftrifes 
Contended fpecially to know himfelf. • 

Duht, What pleafure was he given to ? 

Efcal, Rather rejoicing to fee another merry, than merry 
at any thing which profett to make him rejoice. A gentle- 
man of all temperance. But leave him to his events, with 
a prayer they may prove profperous ; and let me defire to 
know how you find Claudia prepar'd : I am made to un- 
derhand, that you have lent huh vifitation. 

Duke. He profefies to have received no finifter meafure 
from his judge, but moft willingly humbles himfelf to 
the determination of juftice : yet had he fram'd to him 
felf, by the instruction of his frailty, many deceiving pro- 
mi fes of life, which I by my good leifure have difeedited 
to him, and now is he refolv'd to die. 

Efcal. You have paid the heav'ns your function, and the 
prifoner the very debt of your calling. I have labour'd for 
the poor gentleman, to the extremeft ihore of my modeft y, 
but my brother-juftice have I found fo fevere, that he hath 
fore'd me to tell him, he is indeed Juftice. 

Duke. If his own life anfwer the ftraitneis of his pro- 
ceeding, it flull become him well 5 wherein if he chance 
to fail, he hath fentene'd himfelf. 

Efcal, I am going to vi£t the prifoner : fare you well. 

SCENE 
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scene vm. 

Date. Peace-be with yon t 
He who the feotd of heaVa witt bear, 
Should be as holy as fovea* s 
latum in himfelf to know, 
Goce to. ftand, and wren* go $ 
More nor led to others paying, 
Una toy fclf-ofiences weighing^ 
Shame to him, whoJ^crael ftrikbg 
Kills for faults of his own liking \ 
Take treble Jhame on Angela, 
To weed my vice, snd let his-giow! 
Oh, what may man within him hide, 
TW angel on the outward fide! 
How may that likenek fading criaiet, 
Making pra&ife on the times, 
Draw with idle fpiders ftejngs 
Moil pond'toca and fubftantial thu>a) I 
Craft againft vice I maft apply. 
With Angeh to-night (hall lye 
His old betrothed, bat dtrpis'd j 
So difjguife ihall by th' <ti*gah'd 
Pay with falihoad felfe csa&ng, 
And perform an old contracting. [Exit, 

A C T IV. SCENE L 

A Grange, Enter Mariana, and hoy Jhtging, 

SONG. 

TAKE, oh take tbofe tip away, 
That fo fweetty were forfworn 5 
And tbofe eyes, tie break of day, 

Lights that do mif-kad the morn ; 
But my kijpts bring again, 
Seals of Jove, hat feafd in #am. 
Enter Duke. 
Mart. Break off thy fong, and hafle thee quick jwiy : 
Here comes a man of comfort, whofe advice 
Hath often ftill'd my brawling difcontsnt. 
1 cry you mercy, Sir, and well covld wim 
Yoa had not found oft acts So mutual; - 
Vui.. H. E *** 
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Let me excufe me, audi believe me to, ' • 

My mirth it much dlfpleas'd, but pleas' d my woe. 

jD«&. 'Tis good j tho* miifick oft hath fuch a charm 
To make bad good, and good proyoke to hagn. 
I pray you, tell me, hath any body enquired for me here 
to-day? much upon this time have I promised here to 
meet one. 

Mart. You have not been enquired after: I have &t 
here all day. 

Enter Ihbt\. 

Duke. I do constantly believe you : the time is come* 
even now. I fliall crave your forbearance a little ; may be 
. J will call upon you anon for ibme advantage to your fetf. 

Mori. I am always bound to you. - [Exit. 

SCENE II. 

Duke. Very well met, and well come : 
What is the news from this good Deputy ? 

IJab. He hath a garden circummur'd with brick, 
Whofe weftern fide is with a vineyard backt : 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 
That makes his opening with this bigger key : 
This other doth command a little door, 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads } 
There, On the heavy middle of the night, . . 

Have I my proraife made to call upon him. 

Duke. But fliall you on your knowledge find this way? 

Ifab. I've ta'en a due and wary note upon't j 
With whifp'ring and moft guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept he did fhow me 
The way twice o'er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 
Between you 'greed, concerning her obfervance ? 

I jab. No ; none but only a repair i'th' dark \ 
And that I have pofieft him, my moft day 
Can be but brief j for I have made him know, 
I have a fervant comes with roe along, 
That ftays upon me, whofe perfuafion is 
J come about my brother. 

Duke. 'Tis well born op. 
J have not yet made known to Msriems 
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< A word of this* What heal within! come forth) 

SCENE HI. Enter Mariana. 
I pray you, be acquainted with this maid ; 
She comes to do you good. 
Jfr*. Idodefirethehke. 

Duke. E)o you perfwade your fdf that I refped you ? • 
JUtfrt . Good Frwr, I know you do, and I have found it. 
Date. Take then this your companion by the hand, . 
Who hath a ft ory ready for your ear: 
- 1 mall attend your lehure j but make hafle j 
The vaporous night approaches. 

Mori. WiU'tpleaie you Walk afide? [£*.M*ri.*irfIfau» 
Dad*. Oh place and greatnefs 1 millions of feue eyes 
Are ftuck upon thee : volumes of report 
-Kua wkh their falfe and naoft contrarious quefts 
Upon thy doings : thoufand Scapes of wk 
Make thee the father of their idle dreams, 

And rack thee in their fancies! Well ! agreed ? 

SCENE IV. Re-etaer Mariana, and Ifabel. . 
JjW. She'll take the enterprise-upon her, father, 
If you advife it. » 

Dub*. 'Tis not my confent, 
. But my intreaty too. 

Jfob. tittle have you to fry 
When you depart from him, but foft and low, 
" Remember now my brother. 
Mart. Fear me not. 

Dmke. Nor, gentle daughter* fear you not at all a 
He is your hulband on a pre-contract j 
To bring you thus together, 'tis no fin, 
-. Sith that the juftice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go ; 
Our corn's to reap, for yet our tilth's to fow. . [Exeunt^ 
SCENE V, The Prifon. 
Enter Provoft and Clown. 
Pro. Come hither, firrah s can you cut offa man's head ? 
Onion. If the man be a batchelor, Sir, I can : but if he 
be a marry* d man, he is his wife's head, and I can never 
Cut off a woman's head. 

Prov. Come, Sir, leave me your matches, and. yield me 
E 2 adireft 

Digitized by GoOgle 



52 Meafure far Meafurt. . 

a direft amwer. To-mortow morning are to die 6banYe> 
and Barnmdhie : here is in oar prifan a common execu- 
tioner, who in Us office iacfas a bdper ; if you* will taka it 
on you to affift him, it (hall r uhuu yen from your gyve* s 
if not, you mall have your fulttime of i mp r tfonm e nt , and 
your deliverance with an unpitied whipping $ for yen hare 
teen a notoriou s bawl. 

Cfimm. Sir, I have teen an unlawful bawd, time out of 
mind, but yet I will be content co he a lawful hangman x [ 
would be glad to receive feme mftro&ian from my fellow- 
part ncr. 
Prew. Vn*!thm,AU»rfim! where*! AbborfnudMtt 

jRufcr AbborJbn. 
<4&for. Do you call. Sir ? 

P«w. Simh, hereV a fellow win* help yen 4o- ni o i »ow 
in your execution? if you think it meet, oompound with 
him by the year, and let him abide here with yon ; if not, 
ufe him for the prefent, and difaife him. He cannot plead 
hnen fr nation with you $ he hath been a bawd. 

Abbot, A bawd, $rt fie upon him, hi wiU titiradie 
our myftery. 

Prov. Goto, Sir j you weigh equally, a feather wfeTtani 

thefcalc. [Bmt. 

Chun. Pray, Sir, by yonr good favour } (for fuiely* Sir, 

a good favour you have; but that you have a hangmg look;) 

do you call, Sir, your occupation a myftery ? 

Abhor. Ay, Sir, a myftery. 

Gbtmu Painting, Sir, I have heard fey, laa myftery: 
and your whores, Sir, being members of my occupation, 
ufing painting, do prove my occupation a myftery: hut 
what myftery there mould be in hanging, if I mould he 
hang*d. I cannot imagine* 
• ABbor. ••••#•#•••• 

Clown. • •••••••»•• 

Sir, it is a myftery. 

' ?, T^JT** 1 ■?"* " &*"& fnaiaaed and deficient, Ibt vuftjs by 
y*hkh j&btrj,* frouM prove the Hanajnan'i trade a myftery are loft. 
«t fram what follows the argument may be conjeQured to have 
btom thfe, that every man's ape-awl fitted the Kaaaaum s to which 
*e may fuppofc the Clnon replied, that Car theJame reafon the 
fame shiog might be laid of the ThicPa trade.—tt* *>, It is • 
•».** &e. and ten ceaneds the reft chat fcUewv, 

AUmr % 
■ 
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Abor. Proof. 

Gtmm. Every true man's apparel fits your thief: if it be 
too fittlc for your thief, your true man thinks it big enough. 
If it be too big for your thief, your thief thinks it little 
eaoogh : fo every true man's apparel fits your thief* 
Re-oner Provoft 

Prov. Are you agreed ? 

Chwn. Sir, I v*ill ferve him : for I do find your hangman 
x a more penitent trade than your bawd } he doth oftner 
ask forgiveneis. 

Prov. You, firrah, provide your block and your ax to- 
morrow, four a -clock*. 

Abhor* Come on, bawd, I will inftruct thee in my 
trade ; follow. 

Ckion. I do defire to learn, Sir ; and I hope, if you have 
oncafon to ufeme for your own turn, you fhail find me yare J 
jbrtruly, Sir, for your kindnefs I owe you a good turn. [Exit, 

Prov. Call hither Bamardint and ClauSo: 
One has my pity ; not a jot the other, 
Bepg a murUTrer, tho' he were my brother. 

SCENE VI. Enter Claudio. 
Look, here's the warrant, Chudio, for thy death 5 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou muft be made immortal. Where's Bamardint f 

Claud. As raft lock'd up infleep, as guiltlefs labour 
When it lyes ftarkly in the traveller's bones : 
He'll not awake. ] 

Prov. Who can do good on him ? 
Well, go, prepare your felf. [Ex. Claud.] But hark, 
whatnoife? [Knock ivitbin, 

Heav'n give your fpirits comfort !— by and by,-— 
I hope it is fome pardon, or reprieve 
For the mod gentle Claudio. Welcome, father. . 
Enter Duke. 

Duke. The beftand wholfom'ftfpirits of the night 
fnveUop youj good Provofi I who call'd here of late i 

Prov. Njne fince the curphew rung. 

Duke. Not IjM f 

Prov. No. 

Duke. They will then, ere't bt long. 

•' El Pre** 
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Prov. What comfort is for Clau&oT 

Duke, There's forte m hope. 

Prow, It is a bitter Deputy. 

Duke. Not fo, not fo 5 his life if parallels * 
Ev'n with theftroakand line of fas great jnfitotf- 
He doth with holy abstinence fnbdue 
That in hsmfelf which he fpurs oft Ins pow'r 
To ejoaHfie io others. Were he sneal'4 
With that which he correelt, then were he tyrannous; 
But this being (o, he's juft. Now are they come* [K*eck*g<mu 

Exic Pt&m€L 
This is a gentle Provoft, feldom when 
Ine fieesed goaler is the friend of sneb. 
How now ? what noife ? that fpirit's poffeft with hafie 
That wounds th' unletting poflem with theft ftrokes. 



. Prov. There he rmsft ftay until the officer 
Arife to let hirnia ; he is called up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand far G&flnft yet, 
But he muft die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, Sir, none. 

Duke.; Am near the dawning, Pjeevnf, as it is, 
You (hall hear more ere morning, 

Piam. Happily 
You fnnsething know 5 yet I believe there comes 
No countermand 5 no fuch example have we 1 
Befides, upon the very fiege of juftice, 
fiord Angelo hath to the pubiick ear 
JProfeft the contrary. 

SCENE VII. Enttr a Mtjjtngtr. 

Duke. This is his lordfliip'fi man. 

from. And here cornea Claudia's pardon. 

Mejf. My lord hath fent you this note, and by me thjt 
further charge, that you Jwerve not from the fmalleft arti- 
cle of it, neither in time, matter, or other ctrcumflatace. 
Good- morrow ; (or as I take it, it is almoft day. 

Prov. I (hall obey htm. [Exit. Meflfcn. 

Duke. This is his pardon, purchased by fuch fin 
For which the pardoner himfelf is in : 
Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 
Wfcn it is born in high authority ; When 
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tta %i«fc makes mercy, mercy'afo extended, 
That for the fadk's love, is th' offender friended. 
Mew, Sir, what news ? 

Pxrv. I told you : lore? sfogeh, be-like thinking me 
watt m mine office, awakens me with this unwonted put- 
% eft, methinks Artngely, for he hath not os'd it before 
M*. ftay fftu, let's hear. 

Provoft «*<» r Ae After. 
f iaJ ftt CTr yemmay bear tetbeemtraty, kt Ciiu&o hi an* 
mmtf fmtr if the deek t and in the aftentfm Barrardine s 
for my better Jatitfaftion, let me have Chv&io's bead fi*t 
me by fine. Let tbis be duly performed, wrtb a tbwrbt 
that mare depend* on it than we mvfi yet deliver. < &us 
fail *tf it do par effict, as yen tviu anfwer it at pur 



What* 



t&yytra totbis, Sir? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be executed is 
fbeafcerfteonf 

Ptav. A Bebeman bora, but here nurft op and bred 5 
cne that u a prisoner nine years old. 

Dam. How came k, thattte abfent Duke had not either 
deliver'd him to his liberty, or executed him ? I have heard 
it waa efer Mi manner to do To. 

Pmt. Hrs friends ftill wrought reprieves for htm ; ami 
Meed his fiuft, 'till now in the government of lord Angelo, 
mm not to an undoubtful proof. 

Arte, la it now apparent ? 

P«w. Moftmani&ft, and not deny'd by himfelf. 

IXaJk Hath he Jwrn himfelf penitently in prifon? how 
64m l» tobetooeh'd ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully, 
bat at a drunken fleep ; eareiefs, rechlefs, and fearlefs of 
what's part, preiect, or to come $ infenfibfe of mortality, 
tad mortally defperete. 

M». 'Ht wanta advice* 

FfWTi He will hear none 5 he hath evermore had 
the liberty of the prifon * give him leave to efcape hence, 
W would not 1 drank many times a day, if not many 
•aw, ttHsrely drank. We have tcry oft awak'd htm, 

i " ■ 
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as if to carry him to execution, and ihew'd him a i 
warrant for it j it hath not mov'd him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in yoor 
brow, Provtf, bonefty and conflancy j if I read it not 
truly, my ancient skill beguiles'me j but in the boMnefa of 
my cunnigg, I will lay my felf in hazard. Claudia y whom 
here you (lave a warrant to execute, is no greater forfeit to 
the law than Angela, who hath fentene'd him. To make 
you underftand this in a manifefted effect, I crave bat few 
days refpite, for the which you are to do me, both a prefeot 
and a dangerous courtene. 

Prov. Pray, Sir, in what? 

Vuke. In the delaying death. 

Prov. Alack ! how may I do it, having the hour limited, 
and an exprefe command under penalty to deliver his head in 
the view of Angela f I may make my cafe as. Claud/»\ to 
croft this in the fmalleft. 

Duke. By trje vow of mine order, I warrant you; if op 
inftru&ions may be your guide: let this Bamarditu be thia 
morning executed, and his head born to Angela. ' 

Prov. Angela hath feen them both, and will difcoverthc 
favour. 

Duke, Qh, death's a great dilguifer, and you may add to 
itj (have the head, and tie the beard, and fay it was the 
defire of the penitent to be baitVd before his death } yea 
know the courfe is common. Jf any thing fall to you upon 
this, more than thanks and good fortune 5 by the Saint whom 
I profefs, I will plead againft it with my life. 
» Prov. Pardon me, good rather; it is againft my oath. 

Duke. Were you fworn to the Duke, or to the Deputy ? 

Prov. To him, and to his Substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, if the 
Du ke avou ch the juftice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a refemblance but a certainty. Yet fine* I 
fee you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor soy 
perfuafion, can with eafe attempt you, I will go further thaa 
I meant, to pluck all fears out of you. Look you, Sir, 
here is the hand and feal of the Duke ; you know the cha- 
racter, I doubt not, and the fignet is not Grange to you. 

Prv*. 
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>W. I knew the* both. 

Mr. Xa^ceeuenti of this * the mtnm of die Duke ; 
«■ iball anon over-read it at yaur pleasure 4 wheat jfbu 
Mmn) evnthin thefe ewonaythe witftaehea. This is a 
ting which Jngefo knows not j for he chit very day se- 
dan ieuufte nf Orange tenor, perchance of the DfckVs 
nun, pcechance of bis catena^ ^ some mohafery, but, 
syuaance, nothing of *rhet is here writ. Look, the un- 
folding ftar calls up tbe fhepfcetd ; pat not yourself into 
nnuement how thefe things should be $ all difficulties are 
tat nafie when they are known. Call yonr eeerattoner, 
and off with BarnardinSs bead : I will give him a preftnt 
Arift, and advife him far a bettor place. Yec you are a- 
mae'd, net tins Anil absolutely refotare 90a. Come away, 
it is aknoft dear dawn. [Exeunt. 

SOIVI VIIX Mmtr Oowm 
Cham. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in our 
Inane 0/ fftansnlen $ daewouU think it weiefflin^relstfwr- 
4a's own home { for here benatny of her old cuftomers. Fkft 
lane's ynanf M/. Ba/t> 5 he's in am* a tonsmodity ofhrown 
peeper and old ginger, ninefcore and leventeen pounds ; of 
avuech' he" naade five marks ready money : marry then, 
njanatwnfnatinnehia ten a eat | for theedd women were all 
dead. Then is there here one Mr. Ggpar, at the (ait 
of mailer 72rw-PiV* the mercer, for fome four fuits of 
nan hi iwUnaiM tnttm, which now peaches him a beggar. 
Then we have here young D/antf, and young Mr. Jfop-wuv, 
ami ftafe. Ctppm>*fpur, and nsnfter Stsrvc-Lacbf the rapier 
ami dagner-aaaa, and young Dnxjh*bcirt that kiirdhnty 
PndHmg, and Mr. Fortb-tigbt the direr, acd brave Mr. 
Shmfp the meat traveller, and wild Ba^Came that fbbb'd 
Pttts, and I think forty more $ aH gnat doers in our trade, 
and aaejww in ror the JLord's fake. 

Enter Abhorfbn. -> 

^ feW . fifaah, bring Bamdrdine hither. 
Ckra, Mafteir Barwnrdne, you must rife and he hang's, 



jmftar* Whathoa, Barnardine* 

Bar- 
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Barnardine within, ' ' ' 

Barnar. A pox o' your' throats; who makes that noifi* 
there ? what are you ? 

Gfow*. Your mend, Sir, the hangman: you murVbe ft 
good* Sir, to rife, and be put to death. ' 

Barnar. Away, you rogue, away 5 lam feepy. 

Abb*. Tell him he muft awake, and that quickly too. 

Clown. Pray, mafter Barnardine, awake'*C$y<ra are es> ! 
ecuted, and deep afterwards. . • • • 

Abhor. Go into him, and fetch him out. 

Gown. He is coming, Sir, he is coming 5 I hear the 
Jbawru&ie. 

Snter » Barnardine. 

jftAsr. Is the ax upon the block, firrah ? 

Clown. Very ready, Sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorfon t what's the news tjvirJa 
you? . 

Abhor. Truly, Sir, I would defire you to dap into yoaur 
prayers : for look you, rJbe warrant's come. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all night, I 
. am not fitted for't. 

Clown. Oh, the better, Sir 5 for he that drinks ail nag)*, 
and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may fleep the fr^ndrr 
all the next day* 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Lock you, Sir, here comes your ghoftly lather 3 
. do we jeft now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing how 
* haftily you are to depart, I am come to advife you, cotnibrt 
you, and pray with you. 

Barnar. 1 riar, not I : I have been drinking hard all 
night, and will have more time to prepare me, or they 
shall beat out my brains with billets : I will not content to 
die this day, that's certain. 

Duke. Oh, Sir, you muft ; and therefore I befeech you, 
look forward on the journey you Aall go. 

Bamar. I fwear 1 will not die to-day for any man's pesr- 
fuaifion. 

Dub, But hear you* 
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BaTtar. Not t word ; if you have any thing to fry to 
■e, come to my ward 5 for thence will not I today. [Exit, 
S C E N E DC. Enter Provoft. 

DkAt. Unfit to live, or die : oh grajfcl heart ! 

?nv. After him, fellows : bring him to die block. 
Nov, Sir, bow do yon find the p 1 i£>ner ? 

Mr. A creature unprepared, unmeet for death } 
Aid to transport him in the mind he is, 
Wot damnable. 

frstr. Here in the prifon, father, 
TVre dy'd this morning of a cruel fever 
Ok Regoxint, a moft notorious pyrate, 
A man of GWrVs yean j his beard and head 
Juft of his colour. What if we omit 
Tin reprobate 'till he were well inclin'd, 
And lately the Deputy with the yiiage 
Of Ragosatu, more like to Qaudiof 

Duke, O, 'tis an accident that heav'n provides J 
Difpatch it prefently j the hour draws on 
Prefect by jitpk: tee this be done, 
And fent according to command ; while I 
Pcrfoade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prov, This ihall be done, good father, prefently* 
Bet BarnarSne moft die this afternoon : 
And how (hall we continue Claudia 9 
To lave me from the danger that might come, • 
If he were known alive? ^ 

Dab. Let this be done 5 
Pot them iafecret holds, CUudio and Barnsritnc : 
Ere twice the fun hath made his journal greeting 
To th' under generation, you mall find 
Year iafcty manifeft. 

Frov. I am your free dependant. . 

Dnkt. Quick, quick, and (end the head to Angela. 

\Exit Prev. 
Now will J write letters to Angclo, 
The Prwoft he (hall bear them, whofe contents 
Shall witnefs to him I am near at home j 
Aad that by great injunctions I am bound 
To enter pubUckly : him VII defirc 
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To meet me m the conltarateAfcuiit, 
A league below tfce city $ and from thence, ' 
By cold gradation and weil-ballaoc'd form, 
We mall proceed widi An&h. 

Enter Provoft. 

Pro*. Here is the bead, l*ft cany k my felf. 

X>«ite. jCoaveoJentis it : make a fwift return ; 
For I would commune wkk you of fueh things 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prcv. I'll make aU fpeedr Wife 

SCENE X. I&bel «»*«• 

Ifah. Peace, hoa, be here f 

Ztofc. The tongue of Ifakd. She cornea to know 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hkhea t 
But I will keep hei ign'nat of her good, 
To make her heav'nly comfort of deipeir* 
When it is leafl expected. 

Enter Ifabel. . . 

J fab. By your leave. 

Vuke. Good morning to you, feir and gracsotai da»gfttfey» 

Iftb. The better, giv'n me by fo holy a «a» s 
Hath yet the Deputy fefrt my brother's pardon ? 

Zfcjfc. Ha bath reWd him, KM, hornet worMa? 
His head is off, and Jem tt AngeU* 

IJab. Nay, but it is not (b. 

/)«&. It is no other. 
Shew wifdom, daughter, in your olofefi patiemav 

Jfib. Oh, I will to him, and pluck out his eye*. 

Duke. You fall not be admitted to his fight. 

Ifab. Unhappy GwatY*, wretched IfaSel t 
Injurious world, moft damned Angela I 

Duke. This hurts not him, nor profits you a jot t 
Forbear it therefore, give your caofe to heaVn i 
Mark what I fay, which you fhall furely flr.d 
By ev'ry fyllable a faithful verity. 
The Duke comes home to-morrow 5 dry your eyea ; 
One of our convent, and his confeflbr 
Gives me this news : already he hath carry *d 
Notice to Efcaius and Angela, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gitcs, 

Tfctre 
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There to give up their power. Pace you* wiflom 
la that good path that I would wift it go, 
And you Jball have your boiom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, tevenje* to your beast, 
And general honour. 
IfcA. rm*r*aedbyy<«. 
JW. This letter then to Frist Peter pit J 
Tia that he fent me of the Duke's return : 
Say, by this token, 1 defire fek company 
At Mariana's houfc. Her caufc and your* 
111 perfect him withal, and be frail bring you 
Before the Duke $ and to the head of An&k 
Accafehim home and home, fee my poor (elf, 
I am combined by a facr«4 vow, 
And (hall be abfent. Wend you with this letter 8 
Command thefe fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart % truft not my holy order 
i If I pervert your courfe. Whc's here I 

S C ?NE XI. Enter Uxx>. 
lane. Good even ; 
Friar, where is the Provofi. ? 
Duke. Not within, Sir. 

Lucie . Oh pretty IfaheJU, I am fale at mine heart to 
fiee thine eyes fo red j thou raoft be patient ; I am fain tot 
dine and rap with water and bran $. 1 dace not for my heat 
fill mj belly : one fruitful meal would fet me to'*. But 
they lay the Duke will bo here to-morrow. By my troth, 
Vat*!, I lov'd thv brother : if the old faotamcal Duke of 
dark corners ha<Fbeea at hjpme, he had lived. 

Duke, Sir, the Dujce is marvellous Uttle beholden to yous 
reports ; but the beft is, he lives not in them. 
Lucio. Frier, thou knoweft not the Duke fo well as I do ; 
J he's a better woodman than thou ttk'A him far. 

Duke. Well ; you 11 anCwer this one day. Fare ye well* 
Lucie. Nay, tarry, I'll go along with theei { canted 
thee pretty tales of the Duke. 

Duke. You have told me too many of him already, Sir, 
if they be true $ if not, none were enough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a wench with 
child. 
Vol. II, F P* 
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Duke. Did you foch a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes marry did i $ but I was fain to forfwear it g 
they would eile have marry 'd*fne»to the rotten medlar. 

Duke, Sir, your company is fairer than honeft : reft you 
well. 

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the lane's end : 

if bawdy talk offend you, we'll have very little of it 5 nay^ 

friar, J am a kind of bur, I (hall flick, [Exeunt m 

S C E N E XII. The Palace. 

Enter Angelo and Efcalus. 

Efcal. Every letter he hath writ hath difvou'ch'd other. 

Ang. In moft uneven and diftra&ed manner. His actions 
&ew much like to madnefs t pray heav'n his wi$om be not 
tainted ! and why meet him at the gates, and deliver our 
authorities there ? 

Efcal. Iguefsnot. 

Ang. And why mould we proclaim it in an hour before 
his entring, that if any crave redrefs of injuftice, they 
mould exhibit their petitions in theftrect ? 

Efcal, He fhews his reafon for that ; to have a difpatch 
of complaints, and to deliver us from devices hereafter, 
which /hall then have no power to (fend againft us. 

Ang, WeJl 5 5 befeech you, let it be proclaimed betimes 
i'th' mom ; I'll call you at yourhoufe: give notice tofuch 
uaen of fort and fuit as are to meet him. 
' Efcal. I (hall, Sir : fare you well. [Exit.' 

Ang. Good night. This deed 
Unfhapes me quite, makes meunpregnant^dull 
To all proceedings. A defloured maid, 
And by an eminent body, that enforced 
The law againft it ! but that her tender ihame 
"Will, oot proclaim againft her maiden lofs, 
How might me tongue me ! yet reafon dares her : no, 
For my authority bears off all credence ; 
"t*hat no particular fcandal once can touch, 
But it confounds the breather. He mould have Hv'd, 
Save that his riotous ycuth, with dang'rous fenfe, 
Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge" 
Bj fo receiving a diwonour'd life, 
5Vhhianfomof fuchmame. Would yet he had liv'd ! 

• Alack, 

Digitized by GoOgle 



Meajure for Meafurj. 63 

Abck, when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nisming goes right ; We would, .arid vte would not. [Exit. 

SCENE XIII. The- fields vitbout the Town, ' 
Enter Dqke in bit own habit , and Friar Peter* 

Duke. Thefe letters at fit time aeliver me. 
The Provoft knows our purpofe and our plot : ' 

The matter being afoot, keep your inftruclion, 
And hold you ever to our fpecial drift, 
Tho* fornetimes you do blench from this to that, 
As caufe doth minifter : call at- Flavius' houfe, 
And tell him where I ftay ; give the like notice 
Unto VaUetiui, Rowland, and to Crajus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate : . 
But fend me Fiawus firft. 

Peter. It mall be fpeeoed well, [£xit. 

Meier Varrius. 

Duke. 1 thank thee, < erriet 5 thou haft made good Jiafte ; 
Come, we will walk. . There's other of our friends 
Will greet us he*e anon, my gentle Parries. Exwnu 

SCENE XiV. Enter lobelia and Mariana. 

Ifab. To fpeak fo indireaiy I am loth : 
I'd fay the truth J but to accuse him (0, 
That is your part ; yet I'm advis'd to do it, 
He fays to 'vailful purpofe. . 

Mart. Be rul'd by him. 

Ifa}. Befides, he tells me* that if peradventure 
-He fpeak againft me on the adr<?r/e fide, 
I would not think it (trange 5 tor 'tis a phyfick 
That's hitter to fweet end. ' 

Mori. I would Friar Peter — . 

J fab. Oh, peace j the trjar is come. 
Enter Peter. 

Peter. Come, I have found out a ftand moft fit, 
Where you may have fuch vantage on the Duke, 
He fall not pals you. Twice have the trumpets founded : 
The generous and graveft citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke is entring : therefore hence, away. [Exeunt. 

Fa ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

the Street. 
Enter &uke> Varrhn, Lards, jfafeeio, Sfcafa, Lucio, 

wmi&tismt) at ft*er*i J—rt. 
XM#.'"\ ^ Y »«y wormy coufin, fttrry met j 

' lVl Oor old and faiifaml friend, we're glad to fee 

YOU. 

^. and £/*. Happy return he to your royal Grace 1 
D«*«. Many and hearty chunks be to yon both j 
We've made enquiry of yen* sod we hear 
Such goodnefs of your juttke, thatatr foul 
Cannot but yield you fofth to poblick thanks. 
Forerunning more requital. 
j&g. You make my bonds tfhll greater. 
Dai*. Oh, your defett frea k s frud , and I would wrong it 
To lock it m the wavdi of oeveit bofom, 
When lit defenres with characters of brafr 
A feted refidence, 'gaant the toooh of tune 
And sasore of obHvien. Owe me your hand 
And let the fubjoQa fee, to make them know 
That outward courtefies would fcin proclaim 
Favours that keep wkhui. dune, Efcthtp 
You muft walk by us on our other hand t 
And good fupporters are you. 

SCENE n. £«rer Peter ^rwflfcWla. 
Peter. Now is your time*, ipeak bod and fcnedbeftee 

Mm. 
IJah. Joftice, O royal Duke I vail your mgaid 
Upon a wrong'd, Vd4um have find, a maid: 
Oh worthy Prince, dUhonoor not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
'Till you have heard roe in my true complaint, 
And give me jeftice, juttice, jutoe, joftiec. 
Duke. Relate you wrongs; in what, by whom } he 
'brief: 
Here is lord Angek mail give you juftice ; 
iteveal your Mi to him. 

Ifab. Oh worthy Duke, 
You hid me feck redemption of the devil 1 

Hear 
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Hear me your (elf j for that which I rmtft fpeak 

Moft either pomfli me, not being bclievM, 

Or wring redrefs from you : oh, hear me here ! 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm ; 
SV 'ath been a Alitor to me for her brother, 
Git off by conrfe of , juftice. 
I jab. Courfe of juftice ! 

Aw. And fiie will fpeak moft. bitterly, and ftrangev 
Ij3>. Moft ftrange bat yet moft truly will I fpeak ; 
That Angela'* forfworn : is it not ftrange ? 
That Angela** a murth'rer : is't not ftrange ? 
That Angela is an adult' rous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin- violater \ 
k it not ftrange and liraiige ? 
Duke. Nay, ten times ftrange. 
I jab. It is not truer he is Angela, 
Than this is all as true as it is ftrange : 
flay, it is ten times true j for truth is truth 
To th'end of reckoning. 

Duke, Away with her : poor foul, 
She fpeaks this in th* infirmity of fenfe. 

Ijab. Oh, I conjure thee, Prince, as thou believ'ft 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madnefs. Make not impoffible 
That which but feems unlike ; 'tis not impoflible 
Bat one, the wicked' ft caitiff on the ground, 
May feem as flry, as grave, as juft, as abfolute 
As Angela 5 ev'n fo may Angtlo, 
In all his drillings, cara&s, titles, forms, 
Be an arch- villain: trait me, royal Prince, 
If he be lefs 4 he's nothing j but he's more. 
Had I more name for badnefi. 

Duke, By mine honour, 
If floe be mad, as I believe no other, 
Her madnefe hath the oddeft frame of fenfe, 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e'er I heard in madnefi. 

Ijab. Gracious Duke, 
Htrp not on that 5 and do not banhn reafoa 

F 3 r 
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For inequality 5 toot let yaw reafoai 

Serve to make troth appear where it feems hid, 

Not hide the &1& looms true. 

Dot*. Many not and 
Have Jure more lack of reafea. What would you 6y ? 

Jjfc*. I am the fitter of one CSauSo, 
Condemn M upon the ad of foreaeattast. 
To lofe his head $ condema'd by jfageh : 
I, in probation of a fifterhood, 
Was fent to by my toother $ one Lucie being 
As then the meflenger,-»— «- 

Lucio. That's I, an't like your Geftee c 
I came to her from €Iaudio, and icnr'd her 
» To try her gracious fortune with tod 4*&k$ 
for her poor brother's pardon. 

JJab. That's he indeed, 

Duke, You were act bid toipeak. [7#Lwcio> 

ZwY0. No, my feed lord, nor wiaVd to hold any peace, 

Z>»&. I wifh yon now then ; 
Pray you, take note of it : and when you have 
A bufinefs for youtfelf, pray heav'n you then 
Be p&ftet. 

Lvcio, I warrant <yonr honour, Sir. 

Duke. The warrant's for your lejf 5 be fare take heed to't. 

JJkb* This gentleman tedd fomethwg of my tale. 

tuci: Right. 

Duke. It may be right, but you are m the wjooa; 
To fpeak beroce your time. Proceed. 

Jfab. J went 
To this pernicious caitiff Deputy. 

Duke, That's Somewhat madly fpoken. 

Ifai. Pardon it; 
The phrafe is to the matter. 

Duke. Mended again : the matter then $ proceed. 

lfab. In brief ; (to (et the -aeediefs procefs by, 
How I perfuaded, how I pray'd and knecfd, 
How he repell'd me, and how I reply 'd, 
For this was of much length) the vile condnaVaa 
I now begin with grief aid fhame J© *Ott4 
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He would***, but by gift of my chafe My 
To his concupifcent totesnp'iate loft, 
Releafe-my brother $ after much debasement, 
My fifterly remorfc confute* name honour, 
And I did yield to him t next mom betimef * 
His purpofc forsoking, he In** a warrant 
' For my poor brother's head. 

£«fe. Thia m naoftttkeiy j 

lfab. Oh that it were as like as it k true ! 

Duke. By beav'n, food wretch, thou know'ft not umaf 
thou (peak's?; 
Or elfe tho« art fuborn'd agaaaft mt honour 
In hateful practice. His integrity 
Stands without Memun $ k imports noreafbn, 
That with fuch vehemence he would nurfue 
Faults proper to himfelf t if fee had £> 
Offended, he would have weight thy brother by 
Hinoielf, and not have cut him o£ Some one 
Hath fet you on, ccurels Che truth, and lay 
By wbofe advice thou cam'ft here to complain. 
, Ifab. And is this aU ? 
Then oh you blefled minifters above, 
Keep ma. in patience $ and with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance ! Hcav'n flueld your Grace from woe, 
As I thus wvong'd, hence unbelieved go 1 

Duke. I know you'd fain be gone. An officer $ 
To pridbn with her. Shall we thus permit 
A blafting and a JcandaJous breath to fadi 
On him (o near us ? this muft be a practice. 
Who knew of our intent, and coming hither ? 

Ifab. One that I would were here, Friar Ldvwict. 

Duke. Aghoftly father belike : who knows thatZ*fowiVA f 

Ltuio. My lord, I know him; 'tis a medling Friar j 
I do not like the man $ had he been Lay, my lord, 
For certain words he fpake againft your Grace 
In tour retuvment, I had fwing'd him foundly. 

Duke. Words againft me ? this is a good Friar belike. 
And to let on this wretched woman here 
Againft our Subfttf utc { let this friar be found. 
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Lucio. But yeflernight, my lord, (he and that Friar, 
I law them at the pnfon : a (awcy Friar, 
A very fcurvy fellow. 

Peter. Blefi'd be your Grace 1 
I have flood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus'd. Firft hath this woman 
Moft wrongfully accus'd your Sobftitute, 
Who is as free from touch or (oil with her, 
As (he from one ungot. 

Duke. We did believe 
No Ids. Know you that Friar Lodomck t 

Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy 5 
Not fcurvy, nor a temporary medler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman $ 
And, on my truft, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, mifreport your Grace. 

Lucio. My lord, moft villainoufly he did 5 believe h. 

Peter. Well 5 he in time may come to clear htmfelf $ 
But at this inftant he is fick, my lord, 
Of a ftrange fever. On his meer requeft, 
(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended 'gainft lord Angek) came I hither 
To fpeak as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true or falfe, and he upon his oath 
By all probation will make up full clear* 
Whenever he's conven'd. Tirft, for this woman j 
To juftinethis worthy nobleman, 
So vulgarly .and peribnally accus'd, 
Her (hall you hear difproved to her eyes, 
'Till (he her felf confefc k. 

Duke. Good Friar, Jet's hear it. 
Do you not froile at tips, lofti Angela t 
O heav'n ! the vanity of wretched fooh ! — 
Give us feme feats ; come, coufin Angela, 
In this I will be partial : be you judge 
Of your own caufe. Is this the witnels, Friar T 

[Kabella is carried eff, gmarded* 
SCENE III. Enter Mariana w/V. 
firft let her (hew her face, and after fpeak. 

Mori. Pardon, my lord, I will not (hew my face 

Until 
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Until my hofbend bid me. 
Dwke. 'What, am you merry'd » 
Jferz. No, my lord. 
D«£f . Are you a maid ? 
1 Mart, No, my lord. 
Dukt. A widow then ? 
Mori. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, are you nothing then ? neither maid, wi- 
dow, nor -wife ? 

Lath. My kid, fte may he a punk 5 4br many of them 
axe neither maid, widow, nor wife* 

Duke. Silence that fellow : I would he had feme came 
to piattle for himfctf. 
Lucie. Well, my lord. 

Mart. My lard, I do ceeiefc I ne'tr wai marry'd, 
And I confeis fceidet, lam no maid j 
; INe known my huiband, yet my hatband knows not 
That ever he knew me. 
lar/a. He w» drank man, my lord ; it can be no better. 
Date. Fe* die benefit of mence, would thou wen fo too. 
Lade* Well, my lord. 
Daku t\m « no wtaiefi for loni jftgtw. 
Mart* New » come to t, my lord* 
She that accufei him ef temkation, 
In (elf-fame manner doth acctrte my taftand, 
And charges him, my lord, with fiieh a time, 
When TU depofe I had him in mine armt, 
With all th* effect of love. 
Aag. Charges me mere 
Than me? 
Man. Not that I knew. 

Dak. Youfayyewliofbend* {Ti Mantua. 

A&n'. Why, jeft, mytordj and thatfejftigWb, 
Who thinks he knows that he ne'er knew my body | 
* Bat knows, he thinks, that he knew ft»Ws. 
Aug. Tbkkamangeabofes let's fce thy face. 
Mon\ My hcahand hies me 5 new I will unmafk. 
!- Tbis is that ftee, thou cruel Angdo. [ Umrd$*£ • 

Which once thou rwor'ft was worth the looking on : 
This is the hand whkh, wrm a vowM contrad, 

' Waa 
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Was faft belock'd in thine t this is the body 
That took away the match from, ljabd, 
And did fupply thee at thy garden-houfe 
In her imagin'd perfon. 

Duke. Know you this woman ? 

Lucio. Carnally , fhe (ays. 

Duke. Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio, Enoog}).' 

Ang. My lord, I mud confeft I know this i 
And five years fince there was fome fpeech of marriage 
Betwixt my ftlf and her j which was broke off, . 
Partly for that her promifed proportions 
Came fliort of compofition 5 but in chief, 
For that her reputation was dif-valu'd 
In levity $ fince which time, of five, years . . 

I never fpake with, faw, or heard from her, 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mori, Noble Prince, 
.As there comes light from heav'n, and words from breath, 
, As there is fenfe in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am amancM this man's wife, as (trongly 
As words could make up vows : and, my good lord. 
But Tuefday night laftgone, in's garden- houfe >. 

He knew me as a wife j as this is true, ! 

Let me in fafcty raife me from my knees $ i 

Or elfe for ever be confixed here I 

A marble monument. 

Aug. Tdid but fmile 'till now. 
Now, good my lord, give me the (cope of juftict } 
My patience here is touch'd j 1 do perceive 
Thefe poor informing women are no mote 
.But inftmments of fome more mighty member 
That fets them on. Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart $ 
And puniih them unto your height of pleafure. 
Thou foolUh Friar, and thou pernicious woman, 
. Compact with her that's gone j think'ft thou thy oaths, 
Tho' they would fwear down each particular Saint, 
Were tcftjmonies'gamft his worth and credit. 

That's 
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float's fcaTd in approbation ? Yon, lord Efcalus, 
St with my coufin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find oat this abufe,' whence 'tis derived. 
TTiere is another Friar that fet them on j • 
Let htm be tfent for. - - 

Ptfer. Would he were here, my lord ; for he indeed 
HaA fet the women on to this complaint : 
Tor Provofi knows the place where he abides ; 
, And he may fetch him. ' 

D*ki. Do it inftantly. 
j And you, my noble and well- warranted coufin, 

Whom h concerns to hear this matter forth, 
! Da with your injuries as teems you beft 
Id any chaftifement : I for a while 
Will leave yon : but ftir not you, 'till yon have 
Detennin'd well upon thefe tenderers. [Exit. • 

SCENE IV. 

Efcal. My lord, we'll do it throughly. Signior LuetV, 
&i not you fay you knew that Friar Lodowick to be a dif- 
toneft pcrfon ? 

Lacio. Cucullus non facit monacbttm ; honeft in nothing 
bat in his doaths, and one that hath fpoke moft villainous 
fpeeches of the Duke. 

Efcal, We (hall intreat you to abidi here "till he come, 
ind inforce them againft him j we fhall find this Friar a 
actable fellow. 

Luch. At any in Vienna , on my word. 

Efcal. Call that fame Ifabtl here once again t I would 
fpeak with her : pray you, my lord, give me leave to 
queftion ; you fhall fee how 1*11 handle her. 

Lttdo. Not better than he by her own report. 

Efcal. Say you ? 

hum. Marry, Sir, I think if you handled her privately 
&e Aould fooner confefs ; perchance- publickly fhe'd be 
tflntn'd. 

I nttr Duke in the Friar 'i habit, and Provoft J Ifabella 
is brought in. 

EJeal. I wiH go darkly to work with her. 

htat. That's the way : for women are light at midnight. 

Zfcal. 
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Efcal. Come on, mifiaehj: here** a gentlewoman deoief 1 
all Wat you have faid. t:: 

Luci: My lord, here comes the rafcal Ifpekeof, fact* ffi 
with the Provoft. * 

£/m/. la very good time : fpeak not you to him 'tiH w< * 
callnponyo*. ^ 

X»«9. Mum, 

Ejcal. Coax, Sir, did you fct thefe women on W fiaadef * 
lord A*geh? they have confefc'd you did. 

XWttf. 'Tisialfe. > 

£/£»/. How? know you where you are ? * 

Duke. Refpoft to your great place ! and let the devil 
Be fometime honour* d for his burning throne. 
Where is the Duke ? 'tis he mould hear me fpeak. 

Efcal The Duke's in us | and we will hear you fpeak: 
look you fpeak juftly. 

Duke. Boldly at leaft TU fpeak. But oh, poor fouls, 
Qome you to feek the lamb here of the fox ? 
Good-night to your redrefs ; is the Duke gone ? 
Then is your cade gone too. The Duke's unjuft. 
Thus to retort your manifeft appeal, 
And put your tryal in the villain's mouth 
'Which here you come to accufe. 

Luci*. This is the rafcal 5 this is he I fpoke of. 

Efcal. Why thou unrev'rend and unbaUow'd Friar, 
Is*t not enough thou haft fuborn'd thefe women 
T* accufe this worthy man, but in foul mouth, 
Ab*\ in the witnefi of his proper ear, 
To call him villain ; and then glance from him 
To th* Duke himfelf, to tax him with injuftice ? 
Take him hence 5 to the rack with him : we'll touxe yoo 
(Ev'n joint by joint) but we will know this purpofe : 
What? Heunjuft? 

Duke. Be not fo hot ; the Duke 
Dare no more ftretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own \ his Object am I not, 
Nor here provincial 5 my bufinefs in this ftate 
Made me a looker-on here in Vicuna ; 
Where I have feen corruption boil and bubble, 

a 'Till 
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PT31 it o'er- ran the ftew : laws for all faults, v 

Iftjt faults fo countenanced, that the ftrong ftatutci - - 1 
PSbnd like the forfeits ift a barber's fhop, * • 
I As much in mock as mark. • : ' * 

f EJcal. Slander to th* frate f away with hkrt to prifon, 
Aag. What can you vouch againft him, flgnior h*ci<tt 
fcthis the man that you did tell us of ? •■ : 

Lucio. 'Tis he, my lord. Come hkher, goodrftan bald- 
fate t Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, Sir, 6y the found of your voife: 
2 met you at the prifon in the abfehee of the Duke. 

Lucio. Oh, did you fo ? and do you remember what 

jw faid of the Duke ? '* 

Duke. Moft notedly, Sir. ' . *. . 

Lucio. Dd you fo, Sir? and was die Duke a fldn-mon- 

$er, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to be? 

Duke. You muft, Su ", change perfdns with me ere yow 

make that my report i you indeed fpoke fo of him, *nd 

much more, muchworfe. 

Lucie. Oh thou damnable fellow ! did hot I pluck the* 
by the nofe'for thy fpeeches ! ' 
Duke. Iproteft, I lov$ the Duke asl love my ferf. \ 
A*g. Hark how the villain would clofe now afcet hid 
treasonable abufes, 

EJcal. Such a follow is not to be tark'd withal «. away 
with him to prifon : where is the Pro**P ? away with him 
to prifon j lay bolts enough upon him ; let him fpeak no 
more ; away with thofe giglets too, and widi the other 
confederate companion. 

Duke. Stay, Sir, ftay* a while. 
Jng. Whit ! refifts he ? help him, Lucid. 
Lucio. Come, Sir, come, Sir, come, Sir; fob, Sfcf 
why, you bald-pated lying raical j you muft he hooded, 

• It ft a ctrftom in die (hops of all mechanicka to make it a for- 
feiture for any ftraager to ufe cr take up the tool* of their trade i 
In a Barber's (hop efpecially* when heretofore Barbers pra&is'd the 
under parts of Suigerjr, their inlfrumcnts being of a nice kind and 
their (hops generally foil of idle people, there was hung up a t«Me 
/hewing what particular fofeiture wa* required for meddling wiih 
each inftrnraent, ' 

' Voi,IJ. O »«ft 

Digitized by GoOgle 



74 Meafure for Meafore. 

muft you ? inow your knave's vifage, with a pox to you $ 
ihow your (heep-bitlng face, and be hang'd; an hour? 
wtU't not off? 

[PuUt off the Friar*i hood, and Sfcoven the Duke. ' 

IbJtt. Thou art the firft knave that e'er mad'ft a Duke. 
Firft, Prvuop, let me bail thefe gentle three. 
Sneak not away, Sir ; for the Friar and you [To Lucio. 
Muft have a word anon : lay hold on him. 

Lucio. This may wove worfe than hanging. 

Duke. What you nave {poke, I pardon j fit you down : 

[7*Efcalus. 
We*ll borrow place of him. Sir, by your leave : [To Ang. 
Haft thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
That yet can do thee office ? if thou haft, 
Rely upon it 'till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer out. 

Aug* Oh my dread lord, 
I wculd be guiltier than my guiltinefi, 
To think I can be undifcernable, 
When I perceive your Grace, like pow'r divine, 
Hath look'd upon my paffes : then, good Prince, 
No longer feflion hold upon my Jhame j 
But let my tryal be mine own confeflion t 
Immediate fentence then, and feouent death, 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke, Come hither, Mariana ; fay ; waft thoo 
Contracted to this woman ? 

Jbig . I was, my lord. . 

Duke. Go take her hence, and marry her inftantly. 
Do you the office, Friar j which confummate, 
Return him here again : go with him, Provcft. 

[Exeunt Angela, Mariana, Peter, tfWProvcft. 
S C E N E V. 

Efcal. My lord, I am more amaz'd at his dUhonour, 
Than at the ftrangenefs of it* 

Duke, Come hither, Ifabel 5 
Your Friar n now your Prince : as I was then 
Advertifing, all holy, to your bofinefs, 
Not changing heart with habit, 1 am rail 

Attornied 
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Attornied at your fervice. 

)[fab. Oh, give me pardon, 
That I, your vafial, have employ' d and pain*d 
Your unknown Sovereignty. 

Duke. You are pardon'd, JJabel; 
And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Tour brother's death, I know, fits at your heart ? 
And you may marvel why I obfcur'd my felf, 
Labouring to fave his life 5 and would not rather 
Make ram remonftrancc of my hidden power, 
Than let him be fo loft : O moft kind maid, 
It was the fwiff celerity of hia death, 
(Which I did think with flower foot came on) 
That brain'd my purpofe : but new peace be with him i 
That life is better life, paft fearing death, 
ThaiTth^t which lives to fear : make it your comfort, 
So happV is your brother. 

SCENE VI, 
Etker Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provoft. 

Jfab. I do, my lord. 

Duke. For this new-marry'd man, approaching here, 
Whofe fait imagination yet hath wrohg'd 
Your well-defended honour 5 you muft pardon him 
For Mariana'viaks ;' but as a judge, 
Being douoly criminal, in violation 
Of facredxhaftity, and in promife-breach, 
Thereon dependant for your brother's life, 
The very mercy of the law cries out 
Moft audible, even from his proper tongue, x 

An Angelo for CUudio • death for death. 
Hafte ftill pays hafte, and leifure anfwers leifure ; x 

Like doth quit like, and M&fure ftill log Meafure, 
Then, Angelo, thy faults are ifianifeft j 
Which, thV thou would* ft deny *em, deny thee vantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where QauSio ftoop'd to death 5 and with like hafte. 
Away with him. 

Mart. Oh my moft gracious lord, 
I hope you will not mock me with a hufband, 

' . G 2 X>*fc* 
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Duke, It h your hufband mock'd yon with a hufbaai, 
Confenting to the (afeguard of your honour, 
I thought your marriage fit j elfe imputation, 
for that he knew you, might reproach your lire. 
And cKoak your good to come : for his poflcflians, 
Altho* by confiscation they are ours, 
We do enflate and widow you withal, 
To buy you a better hufband. 

Atari. Oh my dear lord, 
I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him j we are definitive, . 

Mart . Gentle my liege, 

Duke. You do but lofe your labour s 
Away with him to death. Now, Sir, to you. 

Mart. Oh my good lord ! Sweet ffa&cl, take my part; 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
1*11 lend you, all my life tp do you fenrice. 

Duke. Againft all fenfe you do importune her $ > 

Should fhe kneel down, ih mercy of this h€t, 
Her brother's ghoft his pavejl,bed would break, ' 
And take her Sehce in nOttpr. 

Mari..I/M } " ■ •"• -••"•..'••• 
Sweet Ifabtt, do yet but knee* by me, 
Hold up your hands, fay nothing } Til fpeaJc all. 
They fay bed men are .moulded out of faults J 
And for the more, become much more the better 
For being a little* bad : fo may my hufband. 
Oh Ifabel! will you ndt lend a knee f 
Duke. He die's for GuutkVs death. 
Jfab. Moft bounteous, Sir^ [K*tecii*g> 

Look, if it pleafe yduj" on this man condemn*^ 
As if my brother hy % <h' I fartly think 
A due fincerity governed h!s deeds, 
'Till he did look on me; fince it is fo, 
Let him not die, Kfy bVother had but jufHce, 
In that he did the rhfa'g for^which he dy'd. 
YorAngelo, his a& did. not overtake 

His bad intent, and rnuft be bury*d but { 

As an intent that peruVd by dje way : • . . •« i 

Thought! 
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Thoughts are no fubje&s \ intents mcerly thoughts. 

Mori. Meeily, my lord. 

Duke. Your fair's unprofitable ; ftand up, I fay : 
I have bethought me of another rauli. 
Vrevtft, how came it Claudio was beheaded 
At an ufual hour > 

Prvo. 'Twas fo commanded. 

Duke. Had you a fpecial warrant for the deed ? 

Prvo. Ko, my good lord j it was by private me&ge* 

Duke. For which 1 do difcharge you of your office ; 
Give up your keys. 

Prvo. Pardon me, noble lord. 
I thought it was a fault, but knew it not j 
Yet did repent me, after more advice : 
For teftimony whereof, one in the prifon, 
That mould by private order elfe have dy'd, 
I have referv'd alive. 

'Duke. And what is he? 

Prvo. His name is Barnardine, 

Duke* I would thou had* ft dene fo by Qaudio • 
Co fetch hin» hither ; let me look upon him. [Exit Prov 

BJcal. Tm forry one fo learned and fo wue, 
As you, lord Atgeh, have ftiU appeared, 
Should flip fo grofly both in heat of blood, 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

A*g* I'm forry that fueh forrow I procure j 
And to deep (ticks it in my penitent heart, 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
'Tis my deferring, and I do intreat it. 
SCENE VII. 
Enter Provoft, Barnardine, Claudio, and Julietta. 

Duke. Which is that Barnardine? 

Prvo. This, my good lord. 

Duke. There was a Friar told me of this man s 
Strrah, thou'rt faid to have a ftubbora foul 
That apprehends no further than this world, 
And fquar'ft thy life accordingly : thou'rt condemned* 
Bat for thofc earthly faults, I quit them all: 
1 pray thee, take this mercy to provide 

O 3 For 
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For better times to corned Friar, advife &m ; ■ 
J leave him tq you. , What muffled fellow'? that ? ■ 

Prvu: This is another prifoner that I fcvM, 
Who fhould have dy'd when Claudio Jpft his head, 
As like almoft to Claudio as himfelf. [C/jwew £«t. 

D»&. If he be like .your brother, for his fake [ft Bah. 
He's pardoned ^ and for your lovely fake, 
Give me your hand, fay you'll be mine, and he'j 
My brother too ; but fitter time for that. 
By this lor&Ahgdo perceives he'fr fefe , 
Methinks I fee* a quickning in l^is eye. ' V . 

Well, Angela, your evil quits you well 5 ' " " \ 

Look that you We your wife : her worth works yotm. 
I find an apt remuTion in my fe!f, 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon. 
Ycu, fir rah, that knew me for a fool, a coward, [To Lado* 
One all of luxury, an afs, a mad r man $ 
Wherein have I deferved fo of you, 
That you extol me thus.? * 

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I fpoke it but accorato to the 
trick $ if you will hang me for it you may, but I had ra- 
ther it would pleafe you I might be whipt. 

Duke. Whipt firft, Sir, and hang'd after. 
Proclaim it, Provtfi, round about the city ; 
If any woman's wrorig'd by this lewd fellow, 
(As I have heard him fwear himfelf there's one 
Whom he begot with child) let her appear, 
And he mail marry her ; the nuptial finim'd, 
Let him be whipt and hang'd. , 

Lucio. I befeech your Highnefs, do not marry me to. a 
whore: your Highnefs (aid even now, I made you a 
Duke ; good my lord, do not recompence me in making 
xns a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine nonour, thou malt marry her.: 
Thy (landers I forgive, and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits 5 take him to prifon : 
And fee our pleafure herein execute. 

Lucio. Marrying a punk, my lord, is preffing tp death, 
whi oping and hanging. , 
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Duke, Slandering a Prince deferves it. 
Her, CUudio, that you wrong'd, look you reftore, 
Joy to you, Mariana \ love her, Angeh: 
I have confeis'd her, and I know her virtue. 
Thanks, good friend Efcaha, for thy much goodnefi 1 
There's more behind that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, Prwoft, for thy care and fccrefie j 
We fhall imploy thee in a worthier place : 
Forgive him, Angela, that brought you home 
The bead of Ragoztnt for ClaudiS* ; 
Th* offence pardons it (elf. Dear IJM, 
I have a motion much imports your good, 
Whereto if you'll a willing ear incline, 
What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine t 
So bring us to our palace, where we'll fhow 
What's yet behind that's meet you all fheold know. 

[Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Persons. 

S A LINUS, Duke of Ephefus. 

Mgiqv, a Merchant of Syracufe. 

Antipholis of Ephcfm, J Tw £ Mother, ^d Sons to 

AKTiPHotisoy Syracufe, ( ^onandJEm^hut 

J ' 'J unknown to each other, 

DfcOMio o/Ephefus, 7 Twin Bribers, and Slaves to the 
Da o m i o of Syracufe, J two Antipholis's* 
Balthazar, a Merchant. 
Angzlo, a Goldfmith. tf 

A Merchant] Friend to Antipholit of Syracufe, 
Dr. Pinch, a Seboohnoftcr, and a Conjurer, 

/Em ilia, Wife to iEgfefin, an Jbbcfs at Ephefus. 
Adriana, Wife to Antipholis ^Ephefus, 
Luc i an a, Sifter to Adriana. 
Lac t, Servant to Adriana. 

t ' • > . . , * » 

Jailor, Officers, and other Attendantu 

SCENE Epbefut. 

The Plot taken from the Menachmi •/ Plautu* 



THE 
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Comedy of Errors. 
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A C T I. S C E N E I. 

Eater tie Duke of Ephefus, /Egeon, Jaihr, and ether 

Attendants.- 
Mgton. ^p^vROCEED, s *l'*«'> to procure my fall, . 
I And by the doom of death end woes and all. 
Duke, Merchant of Syracufa, plead no 
more; 
I am not partial to infringe our laws J 
The enmity and difcord which of late 
Sprang from the rancorous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 
(Who wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
Hate feard his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods) 
Excludes all pity from our threatning looks. 
For, fince the mortal and inteftine jars 
*Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us, 
It hath in folemn fynods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracufant and our felves, 
T* admit no tramclc to our adverfe towns. 
Nay, more j if any born at Epbefux 
Be feen at Syraatfan marts and fairs, 
Again, if any Syraatfan born 
Come to the bay of Epbefut^ he dies; 
Hit goods coniifcate to the Duke's difpofe* 
Vnlefi a thouknd marks be levied 



To 
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To quit the penalty, and ranfom him. 
Thy fubftance, valu'd at the higheft rate, 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks j 
Therefore by law thoo art condemn'd to die. 

Mgton. Yet 'tis my comfort, when your words are done, 
My woes end likewife with the evening fun. 

Duke. Well, Syracufan % (ay in brief the caufe, 
Why thou departed^ from thy native home ; 
And for what caufe thou cam' it to Epbefuu 

JEgeon. A heavier talk could not have beenimposM, 
Than I to (peak my grief unfpeakable : 
Yet that the world may witnefs that my end 
Was wrought by nature *, not by vile offence, 
1*11 utter what my forrow gives me leave. 
In Syracufa was I born, and wed 
Unto a Woman, happy but for me, 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her 1 liv'd in joy, our wealth increas'd 
By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epi damnum, 'till my ta&or's death ; 
And he great (lore of goods at random leaving, 
Drew me from kind embracementt of my fpoufe j 
From whom my abfence was not fix months old, 
Before Her felf (almoft at fainting under 
The pleafing panunment that women bear) 
Had made provinon for her following me, 
And foon and fafe arrived where I was. 
There me nad not been long, but tne became 
A joyful mother of. two goodly ions j 
* And, which was llrange, the one fo like the other, 
. As could not be diranguiuYd but by names. 
That very hour, and in the felf- fame inn, 
A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of fuch a burthen, male-twins both alike: 
Thofe (for their parents were exceeding poor) 
I bought, and brought up to attend my ions. 
My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys, 
Made daily motions for our nome return 1 
XJnwilling I agreed $ alas, too ibon ! 

« 2b*x u % by a natural event* by tac coosfc of providence* _ 
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We came aboard. 

A league from Epidamnum had we fail'd, 

Bdbre the always-wind-obeying deep 

die any tragick inftance of our harm ; 

Bat longer did we not retain much hope • 

for what obfcured light the heav'ns did grant, 

Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death 5 

Which tho* my felf would ghdiy have erabmc'd*, 

Yet me inceflant weeping of my w:fe, 

Weeping before for what me faw rouft come, 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes 
That mourn'd for fafliion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd me to feek delay? for them and me ? 
And this it was 5 (for other means were none.) 
The failors fought for fafety by our boat, 
And left the Haip thenTinking-ripe to us j 
My wife, more Careful for the elder born. 
Had faiten'd him unto a fmall fpare matt. 
Such as fea-faring men provide for ftorms } 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilft I had been like heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos*d, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fixt, 
Faften'd our felves at th* end of either marr, 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftream, 
Were carry'd towards Corintb, as we thought. 
At length the fun gazing upon the earth 
Difperit thofe vapours that offended us ; 
And by the benefit of his wiflTd light 
The feat wax'd calm, and we difcovered 
Two fhips from ftr making amain to us, 
Of Corinth that, of Epidaurtn this 5 

But ere they came oh, let me fay no more j 

Gather the feqael by that went before. 

Duke. Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fo j 
For we may pity, tho* not pardon thee. 

Mgeon. Oh, had the Oodt done fo, I had not now 
Worthily te.m'd them mercilels to us ; 
For ere the (hips cculd meet by twice five leagues, 
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We were encountred by a mighty rock ; 

Which being violently born upon, 

Our helplefe fhip was fplitted in the midfts 

So that in this unjuft divorce of us 

Fortune had left to both of us alike 

What to delight in, what to forrow for. 

Her part, poor foul ! feemlng as burdened 

With lefler weight, but not with leffer wo, 

Was carry 'd with more fpeed before the wind, 

And in our fight they three were taken up 

By fifhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length the other ihip had feiz'd on us i 

And knowing whom it was their hap to lave, 

<5ave helpful welcome to their AipwreckM guefts, 

And would have 'reft the fi&ers of their prey, 

Had not their bark been very flow of fail ; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfc. 

Thus have you heard me fever'd from my blifs, 

Thus by misfortunes was my life prolong'd. 

To tell fad ftories of my own rniihaps. 

Duke. And for the fakes of them thou forrow'ft for. 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befallen of them and thee 'till now. 
JEgton. My youngeft boy, and yet my eldcftcare, 

At eighteen years became inquifitive 

After his brother, and iraportun'd me, 

That his attendant, (for his cafe was like, 

*Reft of his brother, but retained his name,) 

Might bear him company in queft of him s 

Whom whilft I laboured of a love to fee, . 

J hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 

five fummers have I fpent in fartheft Greece, 

Roaming clean through the bounds of Afia t 

And coafting homeward, came to Epbtfus : 

Hopelefs to find, yet loth to leave unfuught 

Or that, or any place that harbours men. 

Put. here muft end the ftory of my life 5 

And happy were I in- my timeiy death, „ 

Could all my travels warrant me they live* ( 

Duh. Haplc(s^«» f .wh()mthe-fatc8.J»wiiiarkt ; 
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To bear th* ext r em ity of dire mifhap ; 

Now truft me, were it not againft our Jaws, 

Which Princes, would they, may not difannul, 

Againft my crown, my oath, my dignity, 

My foul fhould fue as advocate for thee. 

Bat tho* thou art adjudged to the death, 

And parted fentence may not be reCall'd, 

But to our honour's great difparagement, 

Yet will 1 favour thee in what 1 can ; 

I therefore, merchant, limit thee this day 

To feek thy life by beneficial help : 

Try all the friends thou haft in Efbefiu, 

Beg thou, or borrow to make up the fum, 

And live 5 if not, then thou art doom'd to fie • " * ., 

Jailor, now take him to thy cuftody. 

Jail. I will, my lord.^ • 

JEgeon. Hopelefs and helplefs doth Mgton wend, 
But to procraftinate his livelefs end. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E II. The Street. 
Enter Antipholis bf Syracnfe, a Merchant, and firomio* 

Mer. Therefore give out, you are of £ pi damnum, ■ * 
Left that your goods too Coon be-confifcate. 
This very day a Syraeufan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here ; 
Ana not heing able to buy out his life, 
According to the ftatute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft : 
There is your mony that I had to keep. 

Ant. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoftj 
And ftay there, Drouth, 'till I come to thee : 
Within this hour it will be dinner-time, 
*Till that HI view the manners of the town, ' 
Perufe the traders, gaze upon the buildings, 
And then return and fleep within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am ftiff and weary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. [Exit Dromio^ 

Ant, A trufty villain, Sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with etre and melancholy, * . 

! ■ ~ H % Lightens 
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lightens my humour with his merry jefls. 
What, will you walk with me about the town* 
And then go to the inn and dine with me ? 

Mer. lam invited, Sir, to certain merchants, 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon. Scon at five a clock, 
Pleafe you, I'll meet with you upon the mart, 
And afterward contort with you *till bed-time: 
My prefent bufmefs calls me from you now. 

Art. Farewel 'till then } I will go lofe my (elf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content [Ex.Mtr. 
SCENE III. 

Ant. ffe that commends me to my own content. 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am life a drop of water, 
That in the ocean feeks another drop, 
Who ftlling there to find his fellow forth, 
'TJnfeen, inquifitive, confounds himfelf : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, • 
In oueft of them, unhappy, lofe my felf. 
Enter Dromio of Ephefus. 
Here comes the almanack of my true date. 
What now ? how chance thou art return' d fo foon ? 

E, Dro. Returned fo foon ! rather approach' d too late ^ 
The capon bums, the pig falls from the fpit, 
The clock has ftrucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My mim-efs made it one upon my cheek } 
She is fa hot becaufe the meat is cold $ 
The mlat is cold becaufe you come not home 5 
You come not home becaufe you have no ftomach ; 
You have no ftomach having broke your faft : 
But we that know what 'tis to fad and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 

Atn. Stop In your wind, Sir; tell me this, I pray. 
Where you have left the mony that I gave you ? 

E. Dro. Ob, fix pence that I had a Wednesday laft, 
To pay the fadler for my miftrefs* crupper ? % 

The fadler had it, Sir } 1 kept it not. 

An:. I am not in a fportive humour now ; 

TeU 
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Tefl me and dally not, where is the mony f -"" 

We being ftrangers here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own cuftody ? 

E. Dro. I pray you, jeft, Sir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miftrefs come to you in poft, 
If I return, I fhall be poft indeed ; 
For ihe will fcore your fault upon my pate ; 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fliouid be your clock, 
And ftrike you home without a mrifenger. 

A*t. Come, Drorm'o, come, thefe jefts areoutof feafon j 
Kxferve them *till a merrier Hour than this : 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

E, Dro. To me, Sir ? why, you gave no gold to me, * 

Ant. Come on, Sir knave, have ddne your fooliftnefs, 
And tell me how thou haft difpos*d thy charge. 

E, Dro. My charge vias but to fetch you from the marf: 
Home tor your houfe, the Pbcenix, Sir, to dinner j 
My miftrefs and her fifter flay for you. 

Ant. Now as I am a chriftian arrfwer me, 
In what fafe place you have beftow'd my mony j 
Or I $all break that merry fconce of yours, 
That fiands on tricks when I am uudifpos*d : 
Where are the thoofand marks thou hadft of me ? 

E. Dro. I have fonre marks of yours upon my pate ; 
Some of my miftrefs* marks upon my moulders 5 
Bat not a thoufand marks between you both. 
If I fhouW pay your wbrmip thofe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant. Thy miftrefs* marks ? what miftrefs,flave, haft thou ? 

E. Dro. Your worroip's wife, my miftrefs at the Pbttnix j 
She that doth faft 'till you come home to dinner 5 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 

Ant. What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my face. 
Being forbid t there take you that, Sir knave. 

E m Dro. What mean you, Sir ? for God's fake hold 
your hands j 
Nay, an you will not, Sir, Til take my heels. [JEtf.Droxnio. 

Ant. Upon my life, by fome device or other, 
The villain is o*er-raught of all my mony. 
They fay, thitf town is full of couzenage j 

* D.gfeedbyG 
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As, nimble juglers, that deceive the eye; 

Dark-working forcerers, that change the mind J 

Soul-felling witches, that deform the body ; 

Difguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many fuch like libertines of fin : 

If it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner. 

I'll to the Centaur, to go leek this flave ; 

I greatly fear my mony is not fafe. \_ Exit* 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 
*Tbe Houfe of Antipholis of Ephefus. 
Enter Adriana and Luciana. 
Adr* 1^7 Either my hufband, nor the flave return'd, 

1.% That in fuch hafte I fent to feek his mafter | 
Sure, Luciana, it is two a clock. 

Luc. Perhaps fome merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner i 
Good filter, let us dine, and never fret. 
A man is mafter of his liberty : 
Time is their mafter, and when they fee time 
They'll go or come $ if fo, be patient, lifter. 

Adr. Why fhould their liberty than ours be more ? 

Luc. Becaufe their bufinefs ftill lyes out a- door. 

Adr. Look, when I ferve him fo, he takes it ill. 
. Luc. Oh, know he is the bridle of your will. 

Air. There's none but afles will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is laflit with wo* 
There's nothing fituate under heavVs eye, 
But hath its bound in earth, in fea, and fky : 
The beafts, the fifties, and the winged*fowls, 
Are their male's fubjecls, and at their controuls t 
Men more divine, the matters of all thefe, 
Lords of the wide world, and wide wat'ry feas, 
Indu'd with intellectual fenfe and foul, 
Of more preheminence than fifli and fowl, 
Are mafters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Air. This fervitude makes you to.keep unwed. 

Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage- bed. 
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Air. Hot were you wedded, you would bft* feme twtyv 
Luc. Ere I learn love I'll pra£u(e to obey* 
Air. How if your hufiwod fort Jbme other when ? 
Jbw. 'Till lie come home again I would forbear. 
Air. Patience onmov'd, no marvel tno* me panic $ 
Tbey can be meek that have no other canfe s 
A wretched foul, brois'd with adverfity, 
We bid be quiet when we hear it cry j 
Bat were we burdenM with like weight of pain, 
As much*, or more we ihoold our felves complain ; 
So thoo, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helplefs patience would'ft relieve me i 
But if thou live to be like right-bereft, 
Jhk fool-beggM patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, I will marry one day bat to try $ 
Here comes your man, now is yoor hulband nigh, 
SCENE II. Enter Dromio Eph. 
Adr. Say, is your tardy ma$sr npw at hand ? 
E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands with me, and that my 
two ears can witnefe. t . 

Air. Say, didft thou fpeak with him? know' ft thou 
ms mind ? 

JeT. tin. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear, • • 
Befaew ms hand, I fcarce could underuand it. 

Lme. Spake he (o doubtfully, thou could' ft not feel his 
meaning? 

E. Dr*. fray, be ftruck fo plainly, I could too well feci 
Ins blows; and withal fo doubtfully, that I could fcarce 
underftand them* 

Air. But lay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home I 
It teems he hath great care to plcafe his wife. 
E. Drt. Why, miftrefs, fure my matter ii horn-mad. 
Asr. Horn-mad, thou villain ? 
E. Dro, I mean not cuckold- mad j but fure ftark mads 
When Idefir'd him to come home to dinner, 
He aVk'd me for a thoufand marks in gold t 
*Tk dinner-time, quoth 1 5 my gold, quoth he : 
Yew meat doth bum, ouoth I j my gold, quoth he 2 
Will you come home, quoth I? my gold, quoth he : 
Inhere n the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain f ^ 
H $ ** 
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My miftrefs, Sir, qnoth' 1 5 hang np thy miftrefs j •;_ * 
Thy A&beft I know not t ctat on thy niftrels : 

Z*c. Quoth who* * 

£.</>*. Why, ojioth my ma«er; 
I know, a.uotk hi, no noofe, n6 wife, no miflrefs; 
So that my errand, <fae «»t» my tongue, 
I thank him, I hare-tome upon my moulders: 
For in conclave*, he did heat me therel 

Adr. Oo back again, thou Have, and retch him home, 

E. Dr«. Go back again, and be new beaten home? 
For God's fake fend feme other mefTenger. 

Adr. Back, (lave, or I will break thy pate acfofe. 

E. Dro. And he willblefr that erofc with other beating t 
Between yob I {hall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter borne* 

E. Dro\ Am I fo round with you as you with me, 
That like a root-ball you de> fpum me thus ? 
You fytrrn me henee, and he will rpurn me hither? 
If I laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. \Exk* 
S G E NE III. 

Luc. Fie, how impatience lowreth in your face i • • ; 

Adr, His company muft do his minions grace, 
Whilft I at home ftarvemr a merry look ; 
Hath homely age th* alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek ? then he hath wafted it* f 

Are my difcourfes dull f barren my wit ? 
If voluble and (harp d&oorfe be marr'd, 
Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gay veftincnts his arTedrtons bait ? 
That's not my fault 5 he's mafter of my ftatc. 
What rujns are in md that can be found 
By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of his would loon repair. * 
But, too unruly deer, he breaks die pale, 
And feeds from home-; poor I am but his ftaJe. 

Luc. Self-harming jealoufie: fie, beat it hence. 

Adr. Unfeehng fools can with foch wrongs difpenft : 
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I know Mt eye doth homage oAhet-wheve ; 
"Or elfc what lets it but he would be here ? 
Sifter, 700 kaow he promis'd me a chain, 
Would that a|oue alas J he would detain, 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed* 
1 fee the jewel beft enameled 
Wilt leJe his beauty 5 and tho' fold bides dill 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
Wear fold : and fo no roan that hath a name, 
But faUhood and corruption doth it frame. 
Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, y 

m weep what's left away, and weeping die. % 

lav. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufie \ [£*«. A 
SCENE IV. The Street. 
Enter Antipholis of Syracufe. 

Jnt. The gold I gave to Drome is laid up 
"Safe at the Centaur, and the heedful (lave 
Ii wander*d forth in care to feek me out. 
By computation, and mine holt's report, 
I could not fpeaJc with Drome, fince at firft 
1 lent him from the mart. See here he comet. 

Enter Dromio cf SyVacufe. 
How now, Sir ? it your merry humour altered? 
At you love ftrokes, fo jeft with me again. 
You know no Centaur t you received no gold ? 
'Your miftrefc fent to have me home to dinner ? 
My home was at the Pbeenix t waft thou mad, • 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me ? 

S. Dre. What anfwer, Sir ? when fpake I fuch a weed ) 

Ant. Even now, even here, not half an hour fince. 

5. Dre. I did not fee you fince you fent me hence 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 

Jnt. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt, 
And told'ft me of a miftrefe and a dinner 5 
For which I hope thou felt'ft I was difpleas'd. 

8. Dre. I*m glad to fee you in this merry vein s 
What means this jeft, I pmy you, mafter, tell me ? 

Ant. Yea, doft thou jeer and flout me in the teeth t 
fffaiok'f thou I Jeft } hold, take thou that, and that. 

[Beat* Pre. 
S.Dre. 
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S.Dro. Hold, Sir, forGod*s fake, now your Jefcis ettfeeA j 
Upon what bafgain do a/oo gl?e it me ? * 

«^*f. Becauie that I familiarly fometunes • l 
Do ufc you for my fool, and chat with you, 
Your fawcineis wiU- jeft upon my love, > 
And make a comedy of my serious hours. 
When the fun (bines let fboiift gnats make fpert, 
But creep in crannies when he hides His beams s 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpect, 
And fauion your demeanour to my looks j 
Or I will beat this method in your fconce. 
Jtot foft $ who wafts sis yonder ? * .- - 

. • — - wafts at yonder i 

S. Drt. Sconce, call you hi to Jan would leave battering, I had 
rather have it a* head; an you ufe thefe bows Iong T 1 rouft get a 
fconce for my head, and Infconce it too, or elfe i fhatf teak tar 
wit in my (houlders t bat 1 arai, Sir, why am 1 beaten r ' ! 

Ant. D©ft thou not know ? 

6\.Dro. Nothing, Sir; but that 1 am beaten. 

Am . Shall 1 tell yoa why f 

S. Dn. Ay, Sir, and .wherefore j for they lay, every why hash a 
Wherefore* 

Am, Whf Brft, for flautmg me; and then Wherefoe, for urging 
it the Jecond time to me. 

„£ ^ r *- ^ Va * ^ cre evcr an y roan *bu$ beaten out of foajoa* . 
When in therwhy and wherefore is oeither rhime nor rea»b f 
Well, Sir, lthaak yea, . 

Am. Thank me, Suv/or what ? 

S. Dr». Marry t Sir, for this.ioinething that yoa gave me for aw 
thing. ■"'••; 

Am. i»ll mat* you amends next, to give you necking See fwttf- 
thlag. • But fay, Sir, is it djnacr-time I 

S.Dn. No, Sir; t think the meat wants that I hare, 
\ lAmi Eh feed time, Sir, Whtt'ft that? > • 

S. Dr*, BaftiK. 

Am. 'Welly SfT, then 'twill be dry. 

5. Pf. if it be, Sir, 1 pray you, eat not of ft. • • 

Am. Year reason t T 

S. Dn. Lett it make yoa cholerick, and purchafo me another dry 
batting.' • 

Ant. Well, Sir, leant to jtHk In good time $ the** a time? for fU 
things. " ! ! . "* 

S. Dn. 1 dnrft have deny'd that* before you ware £a dmiericlc. 

Am. fty what rule, Sh- f • ^^ 

5. Am Many, Sir* bjr<a.niie as plaia at the plaiarheM ftss* <Y 
father Tim* himiclf. . v ; 

-tfitf. Lei's hear Jt. ' . * 

5. D~: There* a* tUn* for* man to recover, his half ftaf graft 
.aaJBby^asurc. 
. 4m. Mayhe not do it by fine and recovery r 

• ' • * S.Dn. 
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SCENE V. E*t*rAdn*aamnJLoc\im. 
Air. Ay, ay, JntipMit, look ftrante and frown j 
Some other miftreis hath fame fweet aJpt&s, 
lun not Adriana, nor thy wife. 
The time was once, when thou unwtg'd wooldft vewy 
That never worrJs were mofick to thine ear, • 
T That never object pleafiog in thine eye. 
That never touch well welcome to thy hand* 
That never meat fweet-Javonr'd in thy tafte, 
Vnlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd. 
How comes it now, my huiband, oh* how comes it, 
Hat tboa art thus eftranged from thy felf } 
Thy felf I call it, being ftrange to me : 
That, nndividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear felf 'a better part* -V 

Ab, do not tear away , thy Jelf from me $ 

I S.Dn Yes, to pay a fine for a pecefce* and recover the left hair 
[ ef another man 

1 Ant. Why fa Tim* fucha niggard of hair, being, as it is, fo pfen- 
p tifal an excrement i 

f. Dr*. Bscaufc it it * bUffing that he beftowron beaOs 5 and 
what be hafh fcantcd them in hair, he hath given them in wit. - 

Ant. Why, bat there's many a man hath more hair than wit. 

S. Df9. Not a nun oftbofe tat he hath the wit to lofe his ba : r» 

Jtnt. Why, thou didft conclude hairy men plain dealers without 
wit. - 

S. Dn. The plainer dealer, the fooner loft } yet be lofeth it in a . 

Ant For what reafon ? 

S. Dr*. For two, and found ones too. 

Ant Nay, not found ones, 1 pray yott. ' 

$ Dn. Sure ones then. 

Am. Nay, not fure in a thing failing. 

5. Dm Certain ones then. 

Ant. lton* tie in. 

5. Dn. rbe one to favc' the money that he fpends in tyring *• 
the other, that at dinner rhey fliouM not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. Yon would all this time bare prov'd, there is no tiu<e for 
alltMnga, 

5. Vn. Marry, and did, Sir ; namely, no time to recover hair 
loft by rature. 

Ant. But year reafon was not fubftanttal, why there is- no time 
to reco er. 

S. Dr9 L Tha% 1 mend it : Tv*t himfclf is bald, and therefore to 
the world's end will have bald* followers. 

Ant. i knevr 'twould be a/baldconslufcftfl* 

SCENE V. Vc. f 
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For know, my love, as cafie cnay*ft thou fill 

A drop of water in die breaking gulph, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 

Without addition or diroinifliing, 

Ai take from me thy felf , and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 

Shoukfrt thou but hear I were licentious? 

And that this body) coofecrate to thee, 

By ruffian loft fhould be contaminate ? 

Would'ft thou not fpit at me, and fpurn at me. 

And hurl the name of hufband in my face, 

And tear the ftain*d ikin off my harlot-brow, 

And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring. 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou would'ft \ and therefore fee thou do it. 

I am poffefcM with an adulterate blot ;• 

My blood is mingled with the crime of luft: 

For if we two be one and thou play ralfe, 

I do digeft the poifon of thy flefli, 

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

1 live unftain'd, thou undiihonoured. 

Ant. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not * 
In Epbefusl am but two hours old, 
As ftrange unto your town as to your talk *. 

Luc, Fie, brother, how the world is chang'd with you ! 
When were you wont to ufe my fifter thus t 
She fent for you by Drowao home to dinner. 

Ant. By Dromio f 

S. Bro. By me ? 

Adr. By thee ; and thus thou didft return from ban, 
•That be did buffet thee, and in his blows 
DcnyM my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. Did you converfe, Sir, with this gentlewoman f 
What is the courfe and drift of your compact ? 

S. Dro. I, Sir ? 1 never few her 'till this time. 

Ant. Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very wosttB 
• — as to your talk. 
Who, ev iy wo*d by ail my wit bein$ fcannVi, 
^V a; its wit in all one word 10 unuctttjid. 
£«f. Fie, brother &e. 

1 x>:ja 
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Didft thou deliver to me on the mart. 

$. Dre. I never fpake with her in all my life. 

Am, How can die thus then call us by our names, 
TJnlefs it be by infpiration ? 

Air. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus grofly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fatten on this fleeve of thine 3 
Thou art an elm, my hufcand, I a vine : 
Whofe weaknefs marry d to thy fttonger ftate, 
Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate ; 
If ought poflefs thee from me, it is drofo, 
Ufarping ivy, brier, or idle mofs, 
Which all for want of pruning, with intrusion, 
Infect thy fap, and live on thy confufion. 

Ant. To me (he fpeaks j fhe moves me for her theam \ 
What, was I marry'd to her in my dream j 
Or deep I^now, £od think I hear all this f 
What error drives'our eyes and ears amHs ? 
Until I know this fure uncertainty, 
1*11 entertain the favour'd fallacy. 
Lite, DromtOy go bid the fervants fpread for dinner •• 
Mr, Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep, 
WhilH man and mailer laugh my woes to fcora. 

• — — fenrants fpread for dinger. 

J. Dr». Oh for my beads f I croG me for a finrter. 
Thii is the F«>/ land i oh fpight of fpjghts I 
We talk with goblins, owl*, and e!vi(b frights ; 
If tre obiy them not, this will enfae, 
They'll fuck our breath, or pinch us black and blue. 

lur. Why orat'li thou to thy fell, 
Xhtmu* thou XWwtii, fnail, thou flug, thou fot f 

5. Dn. I arh transformed, matter, am 1 not i 

Am I think thou art in mind, and lb am I. 

% Dr*. Nay, mailer, both in mi. id and in my fliape. 

Jnt. Thou haft thipe own f„rm. 

S. t)n. No ; 1 am an ape, 

tut If thou art changM to oughr, tfs to an aft. 

$. Dr§, *Th true, fhe rdes mc, and I long for graft. 
*Ti» <b, I am an a& ; file it could never be, 
) at I Qiou'd know her as well as (he knows arc. 

Jr. Cpme, toice, AT. 

¥oi.-U; X Ccxxa 
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Come, Sir, to dinner} Drcmit, keep the gate* 
Hu(band, I'll din© above with you to-day, . 
And fhrive you of a thoufand idle pranks ; 
Sirrah, 4 if any aflc you f< r your mailer, 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter : 
Come, fitter j Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell 1 
Sleeping or waking, mad or well advn d ? 
Known unto thefe, and to my felf difgufc'd ? 
1*11 fay as they fay, and perfever fo ; 
And in this mift at all adventures go. 

S. Dro. Matter, ihall I be potter at the gate ? 

Adr % Ay, let none enter, led I break your patCi < 

Luc, Come, come, Anttpbolit,, we due too late. 

[Jft 

A C T ill. SCENE I. 

The Street before Antipholis's Houfe. 
Enter Antlpholis ^"Ephefus, Dromio of Ephefus, Angefo, 

and Balthazar. 
M. jfitt.[~^ Ood Signior Angelo, you muft excufe us j 

VJ My wife is (hrewim when I keep not hours;. 
Say, that I lingered with you .at your (hop 
To fe,e the making of hex carkanr t, 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home* 
But here's a villain that would face me down 
He met me on the mart, and that I beat him, 
And charg'd him with a tboufand marks in gold $ 
And that 1 did deny my wife and hcufe : 
Thou drunkard thou, what did ft thou mean by this ? * 
I think thou art an afs. ' v 

E. Dto. Marry, doth it fo appear 
By the wrongs I fufFei > and the blows I bear ? _ 
J fhould kick being kickt j and being at tfiat pais, 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs. 

• — drift thou mem by tb ; s ? 

E Dr, Say whaiyou will, S r but I know what I know, • 

Tint yoa beat a.e *t the mar:, I have your hand to (how ; 
V the rk;n wi-/e parchment, a/,d the blows you*ave were ink. 
Yjii har.d-w.it ng would te.'I yoa what I tluik. 
£. Jut. 1 t&rJc, *t. ' J * ~" 
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' - £-.Artt. Y'arc i*d > Siguier Baltbaxar. Pray God our 

cheer. 
May aniwer my good wHI, and your good welcome. * 
But foft $ my door is lockt ; go bid them let us in. 
E. Dro. Maud, Bridget, Mark*, Getty, Gillian f 
S, Dro. [Within.] Mome, mak-horfe, capoD,coxcomb, 
idiot, patch, 
Either get thee from tbe door, or fit down at the hatch : 
Doft thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ft for fuch ftore, 
When one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door \ m 

• - — and your good welcome. 

A*/. I bold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your welcome dear* 

E.Ant. Ah Sivniof Baliba<xar y either at nefh or 6(h, 
A table -fuJI of welcome makes fcarce one dainty dHh. 

B*l. Good meat, Sir, is common ; that every churl afibrdt. 

E. Am. And welcome more common; for that's nothing but words* 

As/. Small cheeri and good welcome makes a merry reaft. 

E..A%t. Ay, to a niggardly hoft, and nunc fparing guelti 
Bat tho* my catts be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, bttt not with better heart. ] 
But loft s my door is lockt , ftrr . 

t - — get thee from the door. 

E. Dn. What patch is made our porter I my mafter ftaya ia the 
ftreet. 

5. Dn. Let him walk from whence he came) left he catch cold 
on's feet. » 

B. Ant. Who talks within there t hoa, open the door. 

S. Drt Right, Sir, 1*11 tell you when, an you'll tell me wherefore. 

E. Ant. Wnerefore f for my dinner : 1 have not din'd to day. 

8. Dn. Nor to-day here you muft not : come again when you may. 

E. Ant. What art thou that Iceep'ft me out from the houte I owe t 

S. Dn. The porter for this time. Sir, and my name is Dnmh. 

E. Dn. O villain, thou has ftol'n both mine office and my name. 
The on; ne'er got m: credit, the other micklc blame I 
If thou hadrt Men Dnmio to day in my place, 
Thou woul<Pft have chang'd thy Lee lot a name, or thy name for 
an afs. 

Lute. [Within.} What a coile is there, Dnm'n ? who are thofe at 
the gate ? 

E Dn. L« my rtafter in, Lute. 

Luce. 'F«4ith f no ; he comes too late i 
And fo tell yoffr matter. 

£ Drt. Lod, I muft laugh ; 
Have at you With a Pnvirb. Shall I fet in my ftaff 1 

Lu t. Have *t yon with another ; that's when ? can you tell f 

S. Dn. if thy name be called Luc*, Luce, thou halt anlwer'd 
.him vrAl. 

E. Aht. Do you hear, you minion, you'll let us fa, I hope I 

Lure. 1 thought 10 have -askt you. 

i y Dn, And you (aid, no. - . 
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Adr. [ Within .] Who is that it the door that keep* al* 

this noifc ? 
S. &n. By my troth, your town is troubled with unruly 

beys. 
E. Ant. Areyouthwe, wife? you might have come 

before. 
Adr. Your wife, Sir knave ! go get you frcm the gate •{-. 
E. Ant. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron crow. 
Bal. Have patience, Sir : oh, let it not be thus. 
Herein you war agauift your reputation, 
And draw within the compafs of fufpect 
Th'unviolated honour of your wife. 
Once, this 5 your long experience of her wifdom, 
Her fober virtue, years and modefty, v 

Plead on her part fome caufe to ycu unknown ; 
' And dcubt not, Sir, but flie will well excufe 

E. Dy. So, come, help, well ftruck j there was blow for blow, 
E Aft Thou baggage, let me in. 
Lutt. Can you t»:Il for whofe fake i 
E Dr». Mailer, knock the door h rd. 
lutt. Let him knock 'til it *ke. 

E. Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door down. 
Lutt What needs ail that, and a pair of tfocks in the town ? 
. Air. [W,thm.-] Who is that, 9ft. 
f -—go get you fom the gate. 

JE. Drt If you went in pa;n, tnafter, th:s knave would go fine. 1 
" Aug. Here is neither cheer, Sir, nor welcome i we Would fam 

have either. 
' B */. in debating which was beft, we fhatt part with neither. 
E. Dr\ They ftand at the door, matter j bid them welcome 
hither. 
• E. Ant. i here's fomething in the wind that we cannot get In. 
E. Dro. You would fay fo. nufter, if your garments were thin. 
Your cake here is wa'tn within : you ftand here J n the cold. 
It would make a man as mad as buck to be fo bought and ibid. 
E Ant. Go fetch me fomething, I'll b»eak ope the Rate. 
S. Dr« Break any breaking here, and Ml break your knave's pate. 
E. Do A man may break a Word with you, Sir, and word* an 
but wind ; 
Ay and break it in your Face, fo he break it not behind. 
S. Dm. It feems thou wanteft breaking j out upon thee, hind. 
E. D". Here's too much : out upon the*: j 1 pray thee, let me io. 
S. Dr». Ay. when fowls have no feathers, and fifh have no fin. 
E Ant. Well. I'll break in 1 go borrow me a crow 
E Dro. A row without feather, mailer, mean you fo f 
For a fifli without a fin. there's a fowl without a feather : 
If a crow help us in, flrrah, we'll pluck a crow ioge:b*r. 
E. Ant. Go, get thee gone, 4rV. 
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Why at this time the doors are barr'd agakft you. 

Be rul'dbyme, depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tygtr all to dinner, 

And about evening come your felt' alone, 

To know ike reafon of this ftrange reftraint* 

If by ftrong. hand you offer to break in 

Now in thenirring paflTage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it $ 

And that fuppofed by the common rout, 

Againft your yet ungalled eftlmation, 

That may with foul intrufion enter in, * 

And dwell upon yoar grave when you are dead t 

For dander lives upon fucceflion, 

For ever hous'd where it once gets poffeffion. 

E. Ant. You have prevailed j I will depart in quiet, 
And in defpight of wrath mean to be merry. 
I know a wench of excellent difcourfe, 
Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too, gentle 5 
There will we dine : this woman that I mean, 
My wife (but I proteft without defert) 
Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal j 
To her will we to dinner. Get'you home, 
And fetch the chain j by this t know 'tis made t 
Bring it, I pray you, toKhe Porcupine j 
For there's the houfe : that chain I will beftow, 
(Be it for nothing but to fpight my wife,) 
Upon mine hoftefs there. Good Sir, make hafte s 
Since my own doors refufe to entertain me, 
1*11 knock elfe where, to fee if they'll difdain me. 

Ang. I'll meet you at that placs, fome hour, Sir r hence/ 

£. Ant. I>> fo \ this jeft mall cod me fome eirjienck 

' • [Exeunt* 

SCENE II. IfrHoufecf Antfphclisa/'Ephefus. 
Enter Luciina, with Antipholis of Syracufe, 

Luc. And may it be, that you have quite forgot 
A hu(band*s office ? lhall, 'Antipholis, hate 
Ev*n m the fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot ? 

Shall love, in building, growfj ruinate? 
If you did wci my fiftet for her wealth, i 

Then fox her weahhVfake ufe her with more kindneft ; 
I 1 Or 
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Or if you like elfewhere, do it by ftcalth, 

Muffle your falfe love with fome inew of blindneft j 
Let not my fifter read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own flume's orator 3 
Look fweet, fpeak fair ; become difloyalty : 

Apparel vice like virtue's harbinger ; 
Bear a fair prefence, tho' your heart be tainted $ 

Teach fin the carriage of a holy Saint 5 
Be fecret falfe : what need flie be acquainted ? 

What fimple thief brags of his own attaint ? 
*Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Sham* hath a baftard-fame, well managed j 

III deeds zre doubled with an evil word : 
AUs poor women, make us but believe 

(Being compact of credit) that you love us 5 
Tho' others have the arm, mew us the flceve : 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us. 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ; 

Comfort my lifter, chear her, call her wife : 
*Tis holy fport, to be a little vain, 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ftrie. 

5. Ant. Sweet miftrefs 5 what your name iselfe I jenew 

Ncr by what wonder you do hit of mine : [&<>*» 

Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you flrow not 

Thjn our earth's wonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think andfpeak j 

Liy open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Smother'd in errors, feeble, flisllow, weak, 

The foulded meaning of your words deceit ; 
Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you, 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Xre you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow'r I'd yield. 
But if tbut J am I, then well I know 

Your weeping fifter is no wife of mine, % 

Nor to her bed a homage do I owe j « 

Far more, far mpre to you do I decline : 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy aatt, 

To drown me in thy fitter's flood ef tews j 
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[ Sing, Siren, for thy felf, and I will dote 5 
[. Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs, 
And as a bed I'll take thee, and there lye : 

And in that glorious ftippofition think 
He gains by death that hath fuch means to die ; 

Lee love, being light, be drowned if Hie fink. 
• Luc. WBat, are you mad that you doreafcn Co ? 

S. Ant. Not mad, bat mated j how, I do not know. 

Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 

5. Ant. For grzing on your beams, fair fun, being by. 

Luc, Gaze where you fljould, and that will clear your 
fight. j • 

S. Ant^ As good to wink, fweet love, as look on nigfct. 

Luc . Why call you me love ? call my fifter (b. 

S. Ant. Thy fitter's fifter. 

Luc. That's my fifter. 

S. Ant. No; 
It is thyfelf, mine own felPs better part : 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune, and my fweet hope's aim, > 

My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 

Luc . All thfs my fifter is, or elfe mould be. 

& Ant. Call thy felf fifter, fweet, for I mean thee : 
Thee will I leve, and with thee lead my life.* 
Thou haft no hufband yet, nor I no wife 5 
Give roe thy hand. 

hue. Oh, foft, Sir, hold you ftill 5 
I'll fetch my fifter, to get her good will. \ Exit Loc 

SCENE III. Enter- Dromio of Syracufe. 

S. Ant. Why, how now, Dromio, where runn'ft thon 
fofaft? 

S. Dro. Do you know me, Sir ? am I Dromio ? am I 
your man ? am I my k\i ? 

S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thyfelf. 

S. Dro. I am an afe, I am a woman's man and befides 
my felf. 
S. Ant. A woman's man ? and how befides thy felf ? 

S, Dro. Marry, Sir, befides myfelf, I am due to a wo- 
man 5 
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man ; one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that 

will have me. 

S. Ant. What claim lays we to thee ? 

S. Dro. Many, Sir, fuch claim as you would lay to 
your horfe ; and flic would have me as a beaft : not that I 
being a beaft we would have me, but that we being a very 
beafUy creature, lays claim to me. 

S.Ant. What is we? 

S. Dro. A very reverent body; ay, fuch a one as a man 
may not fpeak o£ without he fey, Sir reverence : I have 
but lean luck in die match 5 and yet is we a wond'rons fat 
marriage. 
* S. Ant. How doft thou mean, a fat marriage ? 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, die's the kitchen-weneb, and all 
greafe, and I know not what ufe to put her to, but to make 
a lamp of her, and run from her by her own light. . I war- 
rant, her rags, and the tallow in them, will burn a Poland 
winter : if we lives 'till doomfday, we'll bum a week Ion* 
ger thari the whole world. 

S, Ant. What completion is we of ? 

S. Dro. Swart, like my woe, but her face nothing like 
fo clean kept ; for why ? we fweats, a man may go over- 
woes in the grime of it. 

S. Ant. That's a fault that water will mend. 

S. Dro. No, Sir, > tis in grain j Noab\ flood could not 
doit. 

5. Ant. What's her name > 

S. Dro. NtU t Sir j but her name and three quarters, 
that is, an ell and three quarters, will not meafure her ffom 
hip to hip. 

. S. Ant. Then we bears fome breadth ? 

S. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip to 
hip ; we is fpherical, like a globe : I could find out coun* 
tries in her. 

S. Ant. Jn what part of her body (lands Ireland t 

S. Dro. Marry, Sir, in her buttocks j 1 found it out by 
the bogs. 

S. Ant. Where Scotland? 

S. Dro. I found it out by the barrennefi, hard in "tfre 
palm of her hand. 

$. Ant. 
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S. Ant. Where France? 

S. Dro. In her forehead, armM and reverted, makifig 
war againft her hair.* 

S. Ant. Where England? 

S. Dro. I look'd for the chalky cliffs, but I could find so 
whitenefs in them ; but I guefs, it flood m hex chin, by 
the fait rheum that ran between France and it. 

S. Ant. Where Spain f 

S. Dro. 'Faith, I faw it not, but I felt it hot iff. her 
breath. ■ 

S. Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her,nofe, all o'er embellifYd 
with rubies, carbuncles, faphires, declining their rich afpeft 
to the hot breath of Spain, who fent whole armadoes of 
carracks to be ballad at her nofp. 

S. Ant. Where flood Be/gia, the Netherlands '? 

S. Dro. Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. To conJud}, 
this drudge j or diviner, laid claim, to me, calPd me Dromic, 
fwcre I was affur'd to her, told me what privy marks I had 
about f «ne, as the marks of my moulder, the mole m my 
neck, the great wart on my left arm, that I amaz'd r*» 
from her at- a witch. And I think, if my brcaft had not 
been made of dint, and my heart of ftecl, (he had trans - 
f orm'd me to a cur-tail dog, and made me turn i' th* whed. 

S. Ant. Go hie thee prefently ; poft to the road \ 
And if the wind blow any way from ihorc, . . 

I will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart. I 

Where ) will walk 'till thou return to me : 1 

If every one knows us, and we know none, 
*Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 

S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run fur life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. [Exit. 

SCENE IV, 

S. Ant. There's none but witches do inhabit here 5 
And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence : 
She that doth call me huiband, even my foul 

• A HngJe intended between the worts fftfr and Stir ; Fratth 
■'— then m yrosagainil the Bur of the Crown Henrj iv. 

Doth 
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Doth for a wife abhor. But her fair filler, 
Poffeft with fach a gentle fovereign grace, 
Of fuch inchantiflg prefence and difcourfe, 
Hath almoft made me traitor to myfelf : 
But left my felf be guilty of (elf-wrong, 
I'll ftop mine ears againft the mermaid's fong. 
Enter Angelo with a cb*in. 

Ang. Mafter Antipbolis ! 

S. Ant, Ay, that's my name. 

Ang. I know it well, Sir ; lo, here is the chain % 
I thought t' have ta'en you at the Porcupine j 
' The chain tfhfinim'd made me ftay thus long. 
- JS. Am. What is your will that I mall do with tWs t 

Ang. What pleafe your felf, Sir j I have made it for you. 

S.Ant. Made it for me, Sir! I befpoke it not. 

Ang. Not once, nor twke, but twenty times you have s 
Go home with it, and pleafe your wife withal j 
And foon at fupper-time Til vifityou, 
And then receive my mony for the chain. 

8. Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the money now, 
' For fear you ne'er fee chain nor mony motel 

Ang. You area merry man, Sir 5 fare you well. [Exft. 

S* Ant* What I mould think of this, I cannot tell: 
•But this I think, there's no man is fo vain 1 

That would refufe fo fair an oflfer'd chain. | 

I fee a man here needs not live by wifts, 
When in the ftreets he meets fuch golden gifts t 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dronw ftay j 
If any wip put out, &en ftrait away. !£*£• 

A C T IV. SCENE 1. 
The Street. 
Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 
Mar. ~\7 OU know finde Pmectfi thefum is due 5 , 

1 And fince 1 have not much importuned you*j 
Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Perfia, and want gilders for my voyage : , 

Therefore make prefent fatisfa&ion $ 
Or I'll attach you by this officer. 

Ang, Ev'n juft the fom that I do owe to yon, 

Is 
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Is owing to me by Antrpbolis j 
I And in the infant that I met with you, 
:. He had of me a chain : at five a clock 
[ • I fliall receive the mony for the fame : 
; Pleafe you but walk with me down to his hoofe, 
, I will difcharge my bond, and thank you too. 
Eater Antiph. Eph. WDro. Eph. as from the Court e%an*s. 
Offi. That labour you may iave : iee where he comet, 
E. Ant. While I go to the goldfinith's houfe, go thou 
And buy a rope's end 5 that I will beftow - 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors to-day. 
But fort j I fee the goldfmith : get thee gone, 
Bay thou a rope, and bring it home to me.. 
£. Dro, I buy a thouiand pound a year ! I boy a rope ! 

[Exit Dromio. 
I E t Ant. A man is well help up that trufts to you ; 
I I promifed your prefence, and the chain ; 
J Bat neither chain nor goldfmith came to me : 
k Belike you thought our love would laft too long 
[ If it were chain'd together j therefore came not. 
Ang. Saving your merry humour, here's the note, 
How much your chain weighs to the utmoft carat, 
The finenefs of the gold, the chargefal fafhkm, 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 
Than I ftand debted to this gentleman $ 
I pray you fee him prefently difcharg'd J 
•For he is bound to fea, and days but for it. 

E. Ant. I am not furniuVd with the prefent mony i 
Betides, I have fome bufinefs in the town J 
Good Signiof, take the ftranger to my houie, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wifo 
Dilburfe the fum on the receipt thereof % 
Perchance I will be there as foon as >ou. 
Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her your felf, t 
E. Ant. No 1 bear it with you, left Rome nor in time, 
Ang. Well, Sir, I will ; have you the chain about you> 
E. Ant. An if J have not, Sir, I hope you have 1 
Or elfe you may return without your. mony. 
# 4*f. Nay, come, I pray you, Sir, give me thechiin, 
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Both wind and tide ftay for the gentleman } 
And I to blame have held him here too long. 

E, Ant. Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufe 
Your breach of promife to the Porcupine : 
I fhould have chid you for not bringing it ; 
But, like a fhrew, you firft begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour fteab on • I pray you, Sir, difpatch. 

Ang . You hear how he importunes me ; the chain. 

E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your mony. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you ev*n now. 
Or f :nd the chain, or fend me by fome token. 

E. Ant. Fie, now you Tun this humour out of breath : 
Come, whcre*s the chain ? I pray you, let me fee it. 

Mer. My bufmefi cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good Sir, fay, if you'll anfwer me, or no ; 
If not, I'll leave him to the officer. 

E. Ant. I anfwer you ? why mould I anfwer you ? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 

E. Ant. 1 owe you none 'till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know I gave it you half an hourfince. 

E. Ant, You gave me none 5 you wrong me t much to 
fay fo. 

Ang . You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it 5 
Confider how it ftands upon my credit. 

Mer. Well, officer, arreft him at my fuit. 

Off. I do, 
And charge you in the Duke's name to obey me. 

Ang . This touches me in reputation. 
Either confent to pay the fum for me, 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E. Ant, Confent to pay for that I never had f 
Arreft me, foolifli fellow, if thou dar'ft. 

Ang . Here is thy fee 5 arreft h»m, officer j 
I would not fpare my brother in thb cafe, 
If he (hould fcom me fo apparently. 

Ogi. I do arreft^ou, Sir: you hear the fuit. 
' E. Ant. I do obey thee *till I give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you (hall buy this fport at -dear 
As all the metal in your (hop will aofwtr. 



, d by Google 



Tb$ Gmedy df Rtoi^ 109 

A»g. Sir, flfe, I foil hswe law in :*>*&/«, 
T^ jonr notorious fame, I doubt it nflt.. 

S C £ N B it £»#*- p,omie Syta. /wvrfc Jfca. 

4L i&w* MafteT, there is a bark of &pidamwm> 
That flays but 'till her owner comes aboard 9 
Then, Sir, (he bears away. Our rraofchtafct, Sir, 
I have coavey'd aboajd j and I have bought 
The Ojrf, the Salfamwn, and Apm-vit*. 
The.£ap.is in her trint J the merry wind 
Blows fair from hud > they fay -for nought at aUt 
But for their owner, matter, and your && 

£.-£/. How now! a »Ar*anl why* thou peetto 
What&ipof^k^toysforn** • [Sep, 

5. Z%rn. A ftip.you tent me to, to bird waitage. 

£. Ant. Thou drunken Aave 1 ,. ifent thee for a rope 5 
And told thee to what purpefej *nd what end. 

S.Dro. Vbu(emiaefora»iperi-endaafoon: 
You font me to the bay, Sic,, $t nbarle* 

£. -At, I will debate this matter at more Ieiiure, 
And teach your ears to lift mewkh more heed. 
To Adrian*, villain, hie thee grata, 
Give her fchia Jaey, and tell hex m the defls 
That's covered o'er with STarfcjfr tapefty 
There it a-pucfc of ducats, k£ her feed it a 
Tell her I aananrefted in tfie ftreet, _ 
And that maU bail me 5 hie thee, flay a 1 be gobe: 
On, officer, to prifon, 'tin it cotoe. [E*mu 

S. Dro, To Adrian* / that is where we din'd, 
Where DnefmhdtiA tfciim rne, for her hniband $ 
She is too big, I nope, for me to compaJfc. 
Thither I muft, aitno* againft my will, 
For Servants muft thes matte* minds fulfil. TEmt 

SCENE III. E. AnOphona^ifiy^, 
Enter Adriaaa amd Lociana* 

Ah. Ah, Lucsanm, did hf tempt thee fo ? 
Might* ft thou perceive aufierely in bis,eye . / 

That he did plead in earneft, via or no? 
look'd he or red or pale, or (ad or merrHy f 
What obfervationmad'ft thou in tfaiv care, 
Wats lean's meteors tilting in his face ? 

Vot. U, K frc 
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Luc. FirfthedenyM youhad in him a right. • . ^ 
Adr. He meant, he did me none, the more my fpigfrt. 
Luc. Then fwore he that he was a Granger here. 
Adr. And true he fwore, tho* yet forfworn he war. 
Luc* Then pleaded I for you. l 

Adr. And what Cud he* . 

Luc . That love I begg'd for yon, he begg'd of me. 
Air. With what perfuafion did he tempt Ay love f 
Luc. With words that in anhoneft fuit might move. 
Firft he did praife my beauty, then my fpeech, 
Adr. Did'ft fpeak him fair I 
\ Luc. Have patience, I befeech. 

Adr, I cannot nor I will not hold me till \ 
My tongue, though not my heart, mall have its will. 
He is deformed, crooked, old and fere, 
Ill-fac'd, worfe-bodyM, <hapele& every where } 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind, - 
Stigmatical in making, worfe in mind. 

Luc. Who would be jealous then of inch a one ? 
No evil loft is wail'd, when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I fcy, 
And yet would he bothers eyes were worfe I 
Far from her neft the lapwing erica away j 

My heart prays for him tho' my tongue do curie. 
SCENE ,1V. EnterS. Dromio. 
S. Dro. Here, go 5 the deflc, the purfc j fweet now, 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? {makehafte. 
S. Dn. By running faft. 
Adr. Where's thy mafter, Dromo t is he well ? 
£. Dro. No ; he's in 'Tartar Limbo, worfe than hell * 
A devil in an everlafting garment hath him, 
One whofe hard heart is button'd up with fteel: . . . 
A fiend, afury, pitilefs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff j . 
A back-friend, a fiioulder-clapper, one that commands 
The paffages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands y 
A hound that runs tountoy and yet draws dry-foot well } 
One that before f the judgment carries poor fouls to hell. 
Adr. Why, man, what is the matter f • 

• * :,..# 
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8. Di*. I do not know the matter j**e 5s refted on the 
: cafe. 

Adr. What, is he arreted ? teH meat whofe foit ? 

8. Bf9. I know not at whole fuk he isarrefted 5 but he's 
in afuitof buff which refted him, that 1* can tell. Will 
yon fend him, tmftreJs, redemption, the roony it in thedefk ? 

-dsV. Go fetch it, filter; Thial wonder ar, f £«r Luc* 
That he unknown to me Ihoold be in debt. 
Tell me, was hearrefted on a bond ? 

$, Dro. Not on a bond, bat on e ftronger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do you not hear it ring ? 

Air. What, the chain?. 

8. Dra. Nb, no f the bell ; 'tis time that I were gone.« 
Enter Luckna. ; 

AJr. . Go, Dromo 5 there*s the mony, bear it ftrait, 
And bring thy matter home immediately. 
Gome, lifter, I am preft down with conceit j 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. X Exeunt* 

SCENE V. Hht Strt*. 
Enter AntipboKs f/Syracnfe. 

S.Ant. There's not a man I meet but doth falute me, 
As if I were their well-acquainted ftiend ; . 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender-money to me, feme invite me 5 
Some other give me thanks for kindnefles } • 

Some offer me commodities to buy* • 
Ey'n now s tsylor calTd me in ms /hop, , 
And ihow*d me filka that he had bought for me, 
And therewithal took meafure of my body. 
Sure thefe are but Imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

• - -v. that 1 were gone. ' 

lt T M 'X? tv J lJeft *"■» *** w* Uw deck ftrikes one. 1 

Mr The hoars come back J that 1 did never hear. 
*. Dn t O yea, If any hour meet a Meant, k turns back for 

very fear. 
Mr. to if T, w ,were in debt ! how fondly doft thon reafon t 
8. Dn. Ttmt Is a very b*nkrout, and owes more than he»a worth. 
Kay, he's a thief too ; nave you net heard men fay, 
Th4 "«* comes itcalina on by night and fay' I 
If Tim* be in debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the way. 
Haih he not reaibn to tarn back an hour in a day t ■ 
Emn t Sec, 

K % Enter 
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JExtprvioutiQ e^Syiasnscu * • 

8. Dro. Matter, here's the gold you font me for 3 what, 
hare you got rid of the pidfore of old Aidn-hcw apt*rel\i?» 

8. Ant. What gold is this? what jttiw daft thon to tan? 

5. Z>/*. Not that ,<46i* that leant the peradafo, hot thai 
jdtfne that keeps the prifon $ he that goes in the calm* 
ikin that was kilPd for the prodigal $ he that caafre Jtfhind 
you, Sir, like an evii angel, and bid eoiiaadafee yftw at» 
berty. _ 

S » jftit, i tftiderftarto'thsje not* 

5. Dr9. No ? why >rira plain cafe ; he the* went Ska 
a bafe-viol in a cafe of leather ; the nan, $ir> that wheal 
gentlemen are tared {fat ,f hem a bob, and ftefts the« j 
he, Sir, that takes pity on decay'd men, and gives them 
fuits"«of durance 5 be that fete up his f raft id dp 'Jbojo ex- 
ploits with his mace, than a ** Mamici-pkQ, 

S. Ant. What! choumean** an officer i' 

S.Drf. Ay, Sir, tfce forjeant of the hand? dastfaat 
brings any man '40 anfwer it that breaks his band } one that 
thinks a man always going ID bed, and faith, God give yon 
good reft! . ' . A 

S.AnU Well, $fr, then TcfthJ your foolery. 
Is there any fliip puts forth to-night ? nay We be gasse ? 

S. Dro. Why, Sir, I brought you wori an hoar fine*, 
that the bark Exft£twt pots forth to-night, and then were 
you hindered by the ferjeaat, to tarry for the hoy Dalsjr } 
here are the angels that yoo fent for, to deliver you, 

S. Ant. The fclWis <Hflra&, and foam V 
And here we wander kitfufiore $ 
Some blefled power deliver os from hence 1 

SCENE VI. Eaur m Cmrtmam. 

Com*. Well met, well met, mafter AntipboUs. , 
I fee, Sir, you have found the goldunith now 5 
Is that the chain you pronuVdxne to-day t 

• Alludinzto the Coat of Stfw made for AUm after the Fill, and 
the Uathtnt Coat worn by the Officer who made dke arreft. 
f In rtfj and «0 ia intended a quibble for «rr^fj and «*rs# # 
•* Alluding to the Piir-auv in Prince Mxnriu^i army which were 
a famwu body of fojdiea at that time. 
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S. j4xt. Satan, avoid ! I charge thee tetnfft me not.* 
Cput. Give me the ring of mine yen' had at dinner. 

Or for my diamond the chain you promisM, 

And 1*11 be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 
S, Dro. Some devils afk but the parings of one's nail, a 

reft, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a imt, a cherry-ftone J 

fotfhe more covetous would have a chain. Matter, b<f 

wife 5 an if you give it her, the devil will fluke her chain, 

and fright us with it. 
Ctmr. I pray you, Sir, my ring; or d&thochaibj/ 

I hope vera do not mean to cheat me fb< » 

5. An» Avant, thou witch ! come, Drmio, let us go. f.' 

[Extatt* 

scene ,vn- 

Oar. Nowoatofdoubtj£f*$fo//>isflBad > ' 

Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. i 

A ring he bath 6f mine worth forty ducats, t 

And for the fame he promis'd me a chain i '" . .1 

Both one and other he denies me noW. • . I 

The reafon that I gather he is mad, 

(Befides this prefent inftance of his rigejj •"• 

Is a mad tale he told to-day at dihher, «' 

Of his own doors being (hut agasiuT h» entrance* ... 

• ^ tempt «* not. -. V .'♦ 

. «. ZV». Ma$er, i* this mittrefc Sam* ? - •. ' 

5. ^4if. It'ls the devil. < • * • ' • ■ v - • ' 

3. Dr*. Nay* flie is worfe, (he* the devil's dam ; and here A* 
a habit. of a light wench, and' ^theaeof come^that the 



l lO the Ln m i<|w »»^.»«^«rj — — — . ~- m ; -^,-- -- 

~~Jies Jay, God damn me, that's as much as to &y, God make 
Ac alight wetich. It is written, they appear to men like angels of 
light a light is an efleft of fire, and fire will burn j sigs, light 
Wenches wilt barn i come' not near hex, 

Cttr. Year man and you *rt marvellous merry* Sir. 
Will you go with me, we'll mend our dinner here t 

S. Am. Matter, if yoodoexped fpooa-meat, bcrpeak a long fpoon. 

S.jta. Why, Drimht 

S. Dn. Marry, he mutt have along fpoon that matt eat with the 
devil. , . mm . , 

I. ^4t«. Avoid, thou fiend ! what teU'ft thou me of fupping i 
Thou art (as yeu are all) a forcercis :. . 
I conjure thee to leave me and be gone* / 

Cmr. Give me, &t. 

I -—let us go* ^ fc _ 

Are, Fly pride, (ays the peacock ; mUUds, that yon know*- 
ICEHE TIL^. i^ 4 ??* 
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Belike ms ^fe ae*«ai§»i*d wimliis fits ...■».« 
On punnfc Art *r 4oojrs >^ui4 his way. 
My way is now to hie borne to his boufc* ,, , 
And tell his wife that being fcnatick 
He rumMisrtdmy boufe, and took jpedbnce 
My ring «way. This courfc I fitteft chuTe, . 
For tbrty ducats is too mudb to lofe. lAXtf. 

8CI.W? VIA, TbeStrtfi, 
Enter Antipholis of Ephefus ewVo 3fe#r. 

£. V -A*. Fchr»ei»t t man ; I will not break »wqr a, 
I'll give thee, ere I lave thee, fo muchmDflJ, 
T6w«n*Mtb4»> iWlaja'refteafiMr. . 
My wife is in a wayward mood to-day, 
And will not lightly mft the mefieafe* 
Thatlflioaldte^ttach'dan^WSii, . „ , -, . ■ 
I tell you 'twill found harfhly in her ears. 

Enter Drpfnk) of Ephefus with a repSt-end* 
Here comes my man, I thwk he brings the roony* 
How now, Sir, have you that J £ent you tor ? 

E. Dro. Here's that I warrant you will pay them ilk 

E.Ait. But whete's.the money } 

E. Dro. Why, Sir, J,gave the mony 6r the rope* 

E, Ant. fine hundred 4ocats- villain, for a rope ? 

E.Dro. I'll ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate. 

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

E. Dro. To a rope's-end, Sir, and to that end am I m» 

£, ,<£*. And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 

£JwMf Dro« 
- 0#.- O°od Sir, be patient. 

Jf. Dro. Nay, 'tis for me to be patient, I am to edvcr&y. 

OM. Good now, hold thy tongue. . 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold his hands. 

E. Ant. Thoo whorelon, fenfelefr villain ! 

E. Dro. I would I were fenfeleis, Sir, that X might not 
feel yoor blows. 

E. Ant. Thou art fenQMe in nothing but blows, and fo h 
an afs. 

£. Dro. I am an afi indeed, you may prove it by my 
s>ng ears. I have ferv'd him born the hoar of iny nativity 

I U 
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to this inftan k a ndhava nothing at hishaads for my iendce 
but' blows, when I am cold, be heats me with beating j 
when J am w,arm, he cools me with heating ; I am wafc'd 
with it when 1 tieen, rais'4 jwth it when I fit. driven *ut 
of door* with it when J go from home, wefcom*dhojiie 
with it when I return f nay, I hear it on my moulders, at 
a negjgar wont her brat ; and I think when he hathlajnM 
me- J mall beg with it from door to does, 

^ m scen! a. 

£nr «r Adrians, lodani, Qmrtetsan and Pinch* 
£. A/. Come, £p along ; my wife ia coming yonder* 
E. Dw. MU&efi, rtjjpce fnm 4 rafpecl your tad, or ra- 

. ther probheue like the parrot, *> beware the rope's-end, 
E.Jnt. Wilt thon Sat talk > f*«ffD». 

Gmr. How fey yon now ? isnot year hatband mad ? . 
Adr. His incivility confirms no left. 

Good do&orP/Wo, you are a conjurer, 

Eftahluh him in hi true (enfe again, 

And I will (deafe you In what you wOI demand, 

• Zfltf. Alas* how fiery and how flurp he looks! 
Cwr. Mark how he trembles in his ecftafie ! 

Pimfr. Give me your hand, and let me reel your pnUe. 

2S. ^Cef. There is my hand^ anil let it reel jour ear. 

Tmeb. I charge thee, Satan, hont'd within this man* 
To yield tnfleffion toMny holy prayers, 
And to thy ftate of darkness hie thee flrait, 
I conjure thee by all the SainraJn heaven. 

E. Ant. Peace, doating wteatd, peace, I am not mad* 

Adr. Oh that then wart not, poor diitreflcd foul) 

E. Am* Yon rnauioa you, are thefe your cdkenen* 
Did this companion with the (arfron face 
Revel and feaft k at my houfe to-day. 
W|Jkt upon mt me guilty doors were uut, 
And I deny'd to enter in my houfe ? 

Air. Ohhuiband, God doth know you dinM at home, 
Where would you had iwnaioM until this time, 
Free from thefe nanders and this open shame. 

E. Ant. Din'd I at home? thou villain, what fcy'-ft thou ? 

• It vat a word which WMtaaahc w Pan*t»to4aww«ut fay way 
efajiUe upon people as shey psisa alaagi Ar*t< x • rw#. 
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: E. A l)rj>l Sir; (both to fey, you did not dual at home. * 

'. E.Ant. "Were hot my doors IbckM uo, and I (hat /out ? 

IT. Dro. PerViie, Jour doors Were loek'd, ind you (hut out, t 
' E. Ant. ' And did not (he her fclf revile me there ? 
* E.Dro. &w fable, (he her felf teviTd ywl there. - 
. JP, J&/. Did not her kftchfcn^miid rail, taunt, and fcorn 
me? . 

E. Dro. Certa (fie did; Uie^terhen-teftatfarn'^to** * 
E. Ant. And did not T itt rage depart from thence ? 

E. Dh. In verity you did; my bones bear witnefc, - * 
That face have felt the vlgbuf of your rage. ' 

Air: Vt good to (both him in thefe contraries ? 

Pinch. It is no fliame ; /he fellow finds his vein, 
Atid'yMdlng to him, humbdrs well his frenzy. 

E. Ant. Thou haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arreft nie. 

Adr. Alas, I Cent you mony to 'redeem you, ^ 

By Dromio here, who came in hafre for it. 

E. Dro. Monybyme? heart and good-will you might, - 
But furelyi mafter„ not a rag of monf . 

E. Ant: Went^ft not thou to her for a pmfe of dtnstjCs ? 

J&r. He 'came to me, and I detiver'd it. '* 

Imc. And I am whneiS'with herHhat (he did. 

Ei Drb, fcod and the^evmaker do bear me witne(j> 
That I was Cent for nothing'but a rope. * , 

Pinch. Miftrefs, fc>th man "and matter are poffeft, 
I know it by their pjde and deadly lopfe? ; 
They muft be bound and laid hr wnie fork room. 

E. Ant. Say, wherefore dMft <Hoo lode me forth to-day, 
And why dot* thou deny the -lag of gold? 

Adr. I did not, gentle hflfcarid, lock thee forth, 

E. Dro, And, gentle mafter, I receiv'd no gold, 
Btttlconfefs, Sir, that we were locked out. 

Adr. DiffemWing viHain, thou fpeak'ft Mfe in both. 

E. Ant. Diflembling harlot, thou art ftitte in all, 
And art confederate with a 'damned pack, 
To make a knthfome abjeft fcorn of me ; 
Bat with thefe nails Til pluck out thofe falfe eyet, - : 

That would behold in me this (hameful fyort.- - * 

Enter three or four, and offer to hind him : he frimet. 

Ak 9 Oh, bind him, bind him, let him notceme near me; 
j. Pmh. 
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Pt*cB. More company-, the fend it ftronf within Jf^, 
I*r. Ay roc, poor man, bow pale and won fee Joojcs I • 
E, Ant, What, will you rourther roc ? than jailor tfcon* 

1 am tjfcjr natoer, watt thou fuller thou . 

To make a refcae ? 



Off. Mafierii letbinago: 
it£a 



1 litis ob/ prifoner, and you lull not have him. - 
P;Wi». Go bind this man, far be is frantkk too, 
<4*v Whet wilt thou do, thou peevilh officer? 

Haft thou delight to fee a wretched ma* 

Db outrage and dupleaiure to hunlelf ? 
Offi* He is my pciJbner $ if- 1 let him op, 

The debt be owes will be required of me* 
> Air* I will difohaige thee, ere I go from thee i 

aVarmefttthmthuntobii creritor.f^fcW^ WDro. 

And knowing how the debt grows I will pay it. 

Good sna$ar doflor, iee ,hiai iafe contey'd 

Honaefo my bouie. QfiAoft unhappy day I . . 

£. ^a#. Ohmoft uaWwtompetl 
£. Are. adafer, I'm h*re enter *d is boad/tr ye*. 
M.ji*. Outon thee, viUaipI wherefoe *tf U*oy «** 

me ? j 

Good mailer, ery th* d4yil. 

.Lev. God help, poortbuit, ho w idly do they talk • 

Act. Go bear him hence ; ftfter, flay pom with me. 
Say new, whofemit is he arreted at ? 
[ i^ft^Pmch, Ant.^Dro, 

1 ' SCENE X 

MoMttrt Oficm 9 Adri. Loci* wdOaerUxan. 

Off. One AnyU* afpldfafth j do yon know hjm ? 

Ay I know the mam $ what, is the mm he owes $ 

Offi'. Two hundred ducat*. 

Mr, Say how grows it due ? 

Offi. Due for a chain your huiband bad of bim* 

Air. He did beipeak a chain, but bad' k not. 

Cour. When as your huftand all in rage to-day 
Game to my hpufe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon bia fingernow) 
Stoic after did I meef hip* with a chain. . y 
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Adr, ft may be fo, bat I did never fee it.^ 
Come, jailor, bring me where the gpldfrnith is, 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

SCENE XI. Enter Antiphofi* Syracufiu mitb bA 
rapier drawn, and Dromio Syrae. 

Luc. God, for thy mercy f they are loofc again. • 

Air, And come with naked fwords ; letV call more help 
To have them bound again. 

Offi. Away, they'll kill us. p&j raw serf, 

Manent Anti and Dro, 

S. Ant. I fee thefe witches are afraid of fwords. 

S, Dro. She that would be your wire now ran from you. 

S, Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our fluff from thence t 
1 long that we were fafe and found aboard/ 
• 8. Drok 'Faith; flay here this night, they will furelydfr 
us no harm ; you law they fpake us fair, gave tss gold s 
methinks they are fuch a gentle nation, that but for the 
mountain of mad fleA that claims marriage of me, Icould- 
find in my heart to flay here ftill, and turn witch. 

S. Anu I Will not flay to-night for all the town, * ■ 
Therefore away, to get our fluff aboard. - [Examt. 

A C T , V. SCENE I, 
A Strut, Before a Priory, Enter tbi Merchant and Angela. 
A*g. T Am forry, Sir, that I have hinder'd you, ' 

• J. Sot tproteft he had the chain of me, 
Thou^ mofcdWfoneftly be did deny It. ' • 

Mer. How is the man efleem'd here in the city ? 
»*yfcff. Of very reverent reputation, Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly belov'd, 
"Second to none that fives here in the dty ; ■ 
His word might bear my wealth at any tune. * 

Mer.< Speak foftly ; yonder, a* I think, he walks.. ' 

Enter Antiphotis and Dromio of Syracufe. I 

Jng. 'Tis fo 3 and that felf chain about his neck. 
Which he forfwore moft monftroufly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me,- I'll fpeak to him. 
Signior Amipbelit; I wonder much 
That you would pot me t& this manse and trouble, ' * 

And not without feme fcandal to your felf, 
With cuaimftance-und oaths fo -to 'deny •• l • t 

This 

Digitized by GoOgle 



The Comedy of Errors. x 19 

Them chain, which now you wear fo openly ; '• 
Befides the charge, the ffiame, imprifonment, 
Yon have done wrong to this my honeft friend, 
Who but for flaying on our controverfie . 
Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to-day : 
This chain you had of me, can yon deny it ? 

S. Ant. I think I had, I never did deny it, . . 

Mar, Yet, that you did, Sir, and fbrfware it too* . . 

S. Ant. Who heard me to deny it or forfwear it f 

Met. Thefe eari of mine thou knoweft well did hear thee j ' 
Fie on thee, wretch, *tia #ty that thou hVft 
To walk where any honeft men refort. 

S. Ant. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus* 
Til prove mine honour and my hcnefry 
Agaioft thee prdendy, if thou dar'ft ftand. 

Mtr. I dare, and do defie thee for a villain. VTbejdr*» % 
SCENE II. 
Mnttr Adriana, Ludana, Courtesan gnd otbert. 

Adr. Hold, hurt him not for God** lake, he is mad j 
Some get within him, take hk fword away i 
Bind Drmio too, and bear them to my houfe. 

S. Dro. Run, mafler, run, lor God's lake take a houfe § 
This, ia fiane r>iory $. in, or we are fpoil'd. 

\ Exeunt to tie Priory, 
SCENE HI. Enter Lady Ah\x&. 

Abb, Be quiet,' people, wherefore throng you hither ? 

A4r» To fetch my poor di&ra&ed huflnnd hence ) 
Let ua come in, that we may hind him &4t, 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

/ng . I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

Mer. I'm forry now that I did draw on him. 

jibb. How long hath this poflefiion held the man t 

Adr. This week he hath been heavy, fower, fed. 
And much, much different from the man he was t 
But 'till this afternoon his pamon 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb. Hath he not loft much wealth by wreck at fea I 
Bury'd feme dear friend ? hath not elfe bis eye * 

Scray'd his affe&ion in unlawful love ? 
A fin prevailing much in youthful men, 
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Who gjve their e>et the liberty of gamnf. 
Which of thefofcnowi»b«fiikJsatD* 

>*H5r. To none of tbeie, moept it be the aaft, 
Namely, fomc love that draw him off from hoaaeb 

«4M. You fliould for that here ropfenentted him. 

.4*. Why, fel«d. 

wA£. Ay, bat not rough enough* * 

Jdr. As roughly as ntya&efywo^iltt me* 

^tfAfc Haply in privitc . 
• -AA-. And in aOemMiea too; 

«<4W. Ay, ay r but not enough, 

ufik It was the copy * of oor conference. 
In bed heifcpt not for my urging k, . ' ' 

At board he fed not for my nvynf it* 
Alone it was the fubjett of mf tbeain 5. 
Id company. I often glaac'd it k )» :.*.... 

Still did I tell him it was titeand bad. 

Abk And meteof carte k that the ma» was nm& 
The venonVd damooss of a jealous woman ■ 
Poifon more deadly than* mad dfegfs.tooah*. 
It fcems his fletim wevo hindii'd by thy railing, 
^Ud thencif comes it that ins hea4 hiJisjfrt. 
Thou fay'ft his meat was fewctt wiuVtty ofrhnritingi, . 
ttnqeiet meals make ill digeftions, 
Thereof the rat^ilroOffeveJIired.'j 
And what's a freer but a fit of madpeft ? , 
Thou fry 1 ft hkfports wet* hinder'* with tfay bawls* 
Sweet recreation bars M, what doth enfue. 
But moody, moping, and dutt m ela n ch oly,* 
A'kin to grim and comfortfefi dfcipak, 
And at her heels a huge infections tsoop 
Of pale diftemperatores, and foes to life ? 
In food, in fport, and life-prefevving reft 
To be difturb'd would mad or man or beall-s 
The conference is then, thy jealous nts 
Have fcar'd thy hufband from the ufe of wits* 

Lac. She never reprehended,him but mildly, 
When he demean'd hjmfelf rough, rude and wildly. 

Who 

• Bjr cm here is to be uadcrftood abind^u^fubuSu as •»*• fts* 
DifiMvio Latin: and in* this fofc£f»; J^fm aurother Authors* 
naat tuae fie<jucntiy ufe it 
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Why bear you thofe rebukes, and anfwer not } 

Ain She did betray me to my own reproof. 
Good people, enter and lay hold on him. 
. ,Abb, No, not a creature enters in my hpufe. 

sidr. Then let your fervants bring my huiband. forth. 

Abb. Neither- $ he took this place for fan&uary, . 
And it fhall privilege him from your hands, r 

'Till I have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in aflaying it. 

Aar. I will attend my huiband, be his nurfe, 
Diet "his ficknefs, for it is my office, 
And will have no attorney but my lejf, 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb, Be patient, for I will not let him ftir^ 
'Till I have us'd th* approved means I have, 
With wholfome fyrups, drugs, and holy prayers 
To make of him a formal man again $ 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order $ 
Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I wiil not hence, and leave my huiband here \ 
And ill it doth befeem your holinefs 
To feparate the huiband and the wife. 

Abb, Be quiet and depart, thou fhalt not have him. 

[£**Abk 

Luc, Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

AJr. Come go, I will fall proftrate at his feet, / 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perton hither, 
And take perforce my huiband from the Abbefs. 
Enter Merchant and Angelo. 

Mtr, By this 'I think the dial points at five : 
Anon I'm Cure the Duke himfelf in perfon . 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, 
The place of death and forry. execution, 
Behind* the ditches of the abbey here. 

Ant* Upon what caufe ? 

Mer. To fee a reverend Syracufak merchant, •..';. 

Who put unluckily into this bay 

Againft the laws and ftatutes of Uws town, 

Yol.II. L , Be * 

*, • *• •- 
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Beheaded pubfidtly for his offence. 

Aug. See when they come, we will behold his death* 

Zac . Kneel to the Duke before he pafe the abbey. 

SCENE III. £ffftr f& iHrfc, <W ^Bgeoo Aew- 
btad&f, with the Headfman, and other OjJUeru 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it pubiiddy, 
If any friend will pay the fom for him 
He (hall not die/ fo much we tender Mm. 

Adr. Juftice, moft facred Doke, agamft the Abbefc 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady J 
It cannot be that fhe hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it pleafe your Grace, AntipMh tOf 
Whom I made lord of me and all T had 
At your important letters, thi*,i!l day 
A -moft outrageous fit of madnefs took him, 
That defp'rately be hurry'd through- the ftreet, 
With him his bondman all as mad as he, 
Doing difpleafure to the cftirens, 
By ru/hing in their houfes.; bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage-did JHce. 
Once* did I get hsn bound, and rent him home^ 
Whilft to take order for the wrongs I went, 
That here and there his fttry had committed r 
AnoO, I wot not by what rrrong eJcape, : 
He broke from thole that had the guard of him* 
And with his mad' attendant mad himJeJf, 
Each one with ireful paflion, with drawn rVaonfc 
Met us again, and madly bent on uc 
Chas'd us away 5 'till raffing of more aid 
We came again to bind them 5 then they fled 
Into this abbey, whither we purfqed them, 
And here the Abbefi (huts the gates on us, 
And will not fuffer us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moft gracious Duke, with thy command, 
htt him be brought forth, and bom hence for help. 

Duke. Long fioce thy hufband ferv'd me in my will, 
And I to thee fogag'd a Prince's word, 
When thou didft make him matter of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace and apod I could. 
Co ibew of you koock ui4 abbey-gate, Aa* 
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And M the lady Abbe&come to n*. 
I wall determine this befbr e I Air. 

SCENE IV. MnUraMfffenpr. 
Mtf. O miftrefi, rniftrels, fcift and 6*e your leaf { 
My nafler and his man are .both -broke loofc, 
Beaten the maids a-row, aod bound the do&or, 
Whole beardthey have fing'd off with brands of fire | 
And ewer as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
Great faiJs of puddled mire to quench the hair j 
Mt mailer preaches patience to him, the while 
Hat man with fctfiars nicks him like a tool : , 

And fine, unlefs yon fend fane prefent help, 
* Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Air. Peace, fool, thy mailer and his man are here* 
And that is falfc thou doft report to vs. 

Mef. Miftmis, upon my life J tell you true, 
I have not breata'daimoft fince Idid fee it. 
Hecrypsoryoo, and now* if he can take you, 
To fcorch your free, and to disfigure yon. [Oy vmiuu 

Bark, hark, I hear him, minreJs 5 fly, fee gone. 
Dukt. Come, ftand fcy me, feat nothing: guard mtk 
< halberds. 

Air. At ma, it tsmynuwsnd; wkne&yoo, 
That he is born about inrifible. 
Et'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here, 
And now he's ihera, paft thought of human t&totu 
S C E N £ Y. 
£** Antipfeolis W Drnnno f/" Epheu*. . 
2. Amt, Juftice, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant mi 
Even for the fmicetfiat long fiace I did thee, {j«Ai06« 
When Xbeffaridtjjee in the war% and took 
Deep (cars to (aie thy life, oven for the blood 
That then I loft for thee, now grant me juftice. 

JBgmm. Unlefc the sear of death doth make me dote* 
I fee my (on AntipboUs and Drmi*, 

E. A$Si Juflice, fweet Prince, aoinft that woman there | 
She whom thou gav'ft to mc tone my wife; 
That hath abufed and dknonour^ me, 
aVn in the $fength and height of Injury 1 
Beyond imagination is the .wrong - - - 

, ' La XMZ 
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That the this day hath mamele& thrown on me. ■ ■ *. 

/)«*. Difcover how, and thou /halt find me jufK • - * ) 

E. Ant. This day, v great Duke, me flrat the doors upon i 
WhUft (he with harlots feafted in my houfe. [me \ 

Duke. A grievous fault; fay, woman, didftthou to* 

Air. No, my good Lord: myself, he and rrfy fifter, \ 
Did (fine together : fo befall my foul, ' ' ' j 

As this is falfe he burthens me withal! • v 

Luc. Ne'er may Hook on day, nor fleep on night, ' 
But flie tells to your Highnefi fimple truth ! 

Ang. O perjurM woman ! they are both fbrfwortt. l 
In this the man^man juftly chargeth them. 

E. Ant. My Liege, I am advSed what i fay, 
Neither difturbM with the effeft of wine, 
Nor heady-ram provoked with raging ire, * 

Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad* 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner J - * 
That goldfmith there, were he not paekM with her, . ' 
Could witnefs it ; for he was with me then, 
Who parted with me to go fetch a~chain, - l 

Promifing to bring itto the Porcupine 
"tVhere Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I went to leek him 5 in the Greet I met him, 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjnr'd goldfmith fwear me down, " fc -** 
That I this day from him receiv*d the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I fa w not $ tor the which 
He did arreft me with an officer. >s • w . 

I did obey, and fent my peafant home ' " [ 

For certain ducats; he with none returned.' ' 

Then fairly I befpoke the officer 
To go in perfon with me to my houfe. 
By th' way we met my wife, her fiffer, and 
A rabble more of vile confeder at e s ; « ; * * 

They bought one P'mb t a hungry kan-fa<fd villain, ♦ ^ 
A meer anatomy,' a mountebank, * ' 

A thread-bare juggler, anrf a fortuneteller, v 

A needy, hollow-ey'd; Aarp-lookug wretch, 
A living dead man. This pernicious ftave ;j : •••• '-« v •* 

Forfeoth 
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9N9ootn took on him as a conjurer,;. 
Ami fazing in «y eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
Am with no face, as 'twere, out-facing me, 
Gjet-Ofit, JwasprfdL Then all together 
Tiny fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence, 
And in a dark and dankifh vault at home 
There left me and my man, both hound together; 
Till gnaawng with my teeth my bonds anuriar, 
J gain'd my freedom, and raimedktely 
Kan lather to your Grace* whom! beieech 
To g|ve me ample farisfaftion 
For thefe deep flumes and great indignities 

Jhg, My Lord, in truth thus fer Jwima6 withafc»i 
Thatle din'd not at home, hot was locked oat. 

D*h. But bad he (uch a chain of thee, or no ? 

Jag, He had, any Land* and when he oar in here, 
foefe people few the chaw about iua neck. 

Afcr. Betide*, I win* be iworn thefe ears of mine 
Bend yon coofisft yon had the chain of him, 
4£er yon firft fferiwose it on the mart, 
And thereupon I drew my fword-on you j* 
And then yon fled into this abbey here, 
JFrom whence I think you're come by miracle. 

E, Art, I never came within thefe abuey-waUi , 
Nor ever didft then draw tjry fwordon me % 
I never few the chain, (o hejp me hea*'*! 
And this Is falfe'you burthen me withal. 

Duh, Why, whM an intricate impeach is thia? 
I think you all have drunk of Ckret'% cup: 
If here yon hooVd him, here he would have been. 
If he were mad, he would not plead to coldly t 
Yon lay he din'd at home, thegpldfinith hem 
Denies that laying, Snail, what fry you? 

B. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there, at the /VaprW, 

Cow, He did, and from my finger matched that ring, ' 

E, Aat, *Tis true, my liege, this ring I had -of her. 

Duke, Saw'ft thou him enter at the abbey here? 

Coar. As Aire, my Liege, as I do fee your-Grace, 

Dfcfe, Why, this is, Grange $ go call the Abbefrfciaer g 
*>g B 
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I think yon all are mated, or ftark mad. " ^^ 

[ Exit one to the Mtfb 

SCENE VI. "«A 

JEgeon. Moft mighty Duke, vouchsafe me fpeakawtiffl^ 
Haply I fee a friend will fav? my life, ,?*\ 

And pay the fum that may deliver me. . / * ,-* 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wijt. , '** 

JEgeon, It not jrour name, ;• Sir, catt'd ^rtfjpMfrtV • 
And is not that your bondman Drmmof i ' * . \ 

E. Dro. Within this hour I 'was hi* bond-man, Sir, ' 
Bat he, I thank him, gnaw'd'in two my cords, * 
Now am I Dromio, and his man unbound. ,'"'."* 

JBgeon. I am (Ure both of you rememberme. ' • 

E, Dro. Our felves we do remember, Sir; by you ; 
For lately we were bound as you are now. 
You are riot Pinch's patient, are you, Sir ? 

JEgeon. Why look you ftrange on me ? you know me welt' 

E. Ant. I never faw you in my life *till now. 

JEgeon. Oh! grief hath chang'd me finceyou faw me 
And careful hours with time's deformed hand [laft, 

Have written ftranfce defeatures in my face j 
But tell me yet, doft thou not know my voice f 

E.Ant. Neither. ! 

JEgeon. Dromio, nor thou? 

E. Dro, No, truft me, nor I. 

JEgeon. I am fare thou doft. 

E. Dro. But I am fure I do not 5 and whatsoever 
A man denies, you are now bound to believe him. • 

Mgesn. Not know my voice ! oh time's extremity ! 
Haft thou fo crack' d and fplitted my poor tongue 
In feven (hort years, that here my only (on 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares f 
Tho' now this grained fece of mine be hid 
In fap-confuming winter's drizled fnow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up j 
Yet hath my night of life fomc memory, 
My wafting lamp fome fading glimmar left J 
My dull deaf ears a little ufe to hear : 
AHthefcoldwitneffes, I cannot err, 
TdlmethouartroyfonA/^WM, 

* • J9nt. 
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M» Jut* I never faw my father in my life. * 

Mffeon. But fe? en fears fince^ in Shraeufa'* biy, ' , , 
Thou know'ft we par&d j but perhaps, myfon, ' \ 

Thou fham'ft ^acknowledge mc in rhifery. * * 

E. Ant, The' Duke, and ajl that know me in r the city, 
Canwitne6with*>ethatitis*not fe: t /' , . < 

I ne'er few Syracuja iri my life.'/ . , . ^ . 

£«**.' ltefltEetf, Syracufan,' twenty year! ' * 

Have I been patron to /intipb&it, _ * 

During, which time he ne*er fatf Syracufa s 
I fee tS/ age 7 and dangers' make thee dote. . ' ' ' * 

SCENfi VlJ. '' , v 

•EftteftBe'AS&fij with Antipholis Syracufan *mf Dromib,, 
•Syracufan. ' ' ' .'-.'** 

<^/ Mo* mighty Puke, behold a man much wrong'*. 
£ 'A U gather fa* fee %m, 

Adr. I fee two hufoands, ermine eyes deceive .rnp. 

Duke. One nf thefe men is Genius t6 tfce otner j 1' 
And fo of thefe' which is the natural man,' 
And which the fpirit ? who decipher^ them ? ' .' • "* 

5. Dr9, I,«mt, t^Drtmio, command him away. ' ' , [ 

E. Dro. I, Sir,' am-Zfc 1 ***^ pray let rhe ftay. ' • 

5. ^»f. JPgcon, art thou not"? or elfe his ghoft ? '* 

S.'DrosXT, my «>ld 'matter f who hath bound him here ? 

Abb, Whoever bound'hinl,' Twill loofe his foods, ' 
And gain a hulbartfby his liberty/"' * 

Speak, old /Qgeon, if' thou be'ft the man 
That hadft a wife once cafl'd JEmilfa, 
That bore thee at a burthen two fair fons*? 
Oh, if thou be'ft the fame Mgeon, fpeak j 
And fpeak unto the fame ASrmiia, 

Duke. Why, here begins hb morning ftory right 3 
Thefe two Antigbofis*!, two fo like, 
And thofe two uremics , one in femblance ; 
Both fides emerging from their wreck at fea ; 
Thefe plainly are the parents to thefe children, 
Which accidentally are met together. ^ , 

JEgeon. If I dream not, thou art JRmilia } > 

If thou art fhe, tell me where is that fon 
That floated with thee on the ratal raft. 
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M. "BywyaufEfidammm, he and I, ,.-. -c 
And the twin XtanMt, all were takeqnpf 
Bot by toA byrode filhennen rf Cw»*/* 
By force took ZVawroand my fon from them. 
And me they left with thofe of fyidgmmm., 
yy hat then became of thep I omiot tcH^ -. 

I. mthw fortune that yon fee me in* 

Dwh* jhtifbotis, thon cam'ft from Orimkftf* 
S. Am. No; Sir, not I, I came W Sjr**£ * 
£>«&. Suy, ftand apart, I know nptwl^»wl)kh* 
J?.,,***. IcamefromCariW, mymoftmidontlaml* 
Jff.flra. Andlwkhhim. • 
jff.w&r. Bioughttomktawnbythatiwi^wnc 
Di&eMta*&0», yonr moft renowned uncle. [nor, 

An>. Which of yon two did dine «dthmetn«4tjt 
S.Ant. I, gentle miftrefi. 
JJr. Andarenotyonmjrhuibind? 
jp. ^*if. Ho, I fey nay to that. * 
S.yfiw. And Jo do I, yet did me caU me lot 
And this fair gentlewoman her fifler here 
'Did call me brother. Vfliat I tol4 yon then, 
I hope i Audi have leifure to make good, 
If this he not a dream I fee and hear. i 

A** That is the chain, Sir, which yon had of jat. 
B.Ant. Ithmkit>,S3r,Idenyitnot. ' 

E.Ant. And yon, Sir, forthisohain arreted me* \ 

Anr. I think I did, Sir, I deny fcnot. % 

Adr. Ifcntyonmonjr, Sir, * be your bail 
By Drmio, bnt I think he brought it not. 
£. Dro. No, none by me. 
S. Ant. This porfe of dacati I receiv'd fitom fOn> 
And Drmio mj man did bring them met 
% fee we ftffl did meet each other's man, « 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 1 

And thereupon th«fe errors all arofe. ' 

Ms Ant. Thefe dacatt pawn I for my lather hem. 
Duh. It Aall not need, thy rather hath his lath. 
Cmr . Sir, I moft have that diamond from yon. 
E % Ant. There takeir, and much mania for mjr font 

cheer, I 
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AM. Renowned Duke, vouch&fe to take the paint 
To go with ns into the abbey here, 
And hear at large difcourfed all our fortunes : 
And all that are aflembled in this place, 
That by this fympathized one day's error 
Have fuffer'd wrong 5 go, keep us company, 
And ye (hall have full (atisfa&on. 
Twenty five vean have I gone in travel 
Of yoo my tons, nor "till this prefent hour 
My heavy burthens are delivered : 
T3he Duke, my hufband, and my children both. 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Go to a gamp's feaft and go with me ; 
After to long grief fuch felicity ! 

Dnkt. With all my heart I'll goffip at this feaft. TBxi* 
SCENE vin. 
Mditent the two Antiph. and two Dromio's. 

S. Dro. Matter, fliall I fetch your ftuff from fliipboard ? 

E. Ant. Dromio, what ftuff of mine haft thou imbark'd } 

S. Dro. Your goods that lay at hoft, Sir, in the Centawr, 

S. Ant, He fpeaks to me ; I am your mafter, Dromio. 
Come go with us, we'll look to that anon ; 
T^mbr*** thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

[Exeunt tin two Antiph* 

5. Dro, There is a fat friend at your matter's houfe, 
That kitchen'd me for you to-day at dinner : 
She now (hall be my fitter, not my wife. 

E. Dro, Methinkayou are my glaft, and not my brother : 
J fee by you I am a fweet-fac'd youth. 
WiU you walk in to fee their goffiping ? 

S. Dro, Not I, Sir 5 you're my elder. 
E.Dro. That's a queftion: 
How fliall I try it? 

S. Dro. We'll draw cuts for the fenior » 
•Till then, lead thou firft. 

B, Dro. Nay, then thus— [Embracing. 

We came into the world like brother and brother 1 
And, now let's go hand in hand, not one before another. 

[Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Persona* 



i?(W ?$DRO, JV^#:Arragon. v - i : f ' .* 

Leonato, Governor of Mefiina. 

Don John, Baftard-Brotber to Don Pedro. 

Cl a vdio, jKW»f JL«ri of Florence, Favourite to Don Pe^ 

dro. 
^nedick, tfjrowg M of P^i*, favoured JihrmfeU 
r Don Pedro. A- ' V • * 

Baj.th as ab, Servant to Don Pedro* " • .> -.r.L 
Antonio, Brother to Leonato. » 

Borachio, Confident to Don John* 
Conrade, FriW to Borachio. 

&::«;* }«**>«** 

Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 
Beatrice, Niece y Leonato. 

A friar, Atejfenger, Watch, Town-Clerk, Sexton, and Am 
tendantt* 

SCENE Mefiuu 

"The Stery from ArioHo, Qrl. Fur.' /. 5. 
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Much Ado about Nothing. 



ACT L SCENE L 

I A burt. before Leonato*! Houfe. 

Enter Leonato, Hero W Beatrice, with a Mtffenger. . 
Let** "W* Learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of Jrragon 
I comes this night to Meffina, 
I -W^ He is very near by this ; he was not 
m three leagues off when I left him. 
• ^^" Leon, How many gentlemen have yon loft 
in this action ? . 

Me/f. Bat few of any fort, and none of name. 

£m«. A victory is -twice it felf, when the atchiever 
brings home full numbers ; I find here that Don Peer* 
'hath bellowed- much honour on a young Florentine, call'd 
C/audio. 

' Meff. Much deferved on his part, and equally remem* 
bred by Don Pedro s he hath born' himfelf beyond the pro- 
mife of his age, doing in the figure of a lamb the feats of 
a lion s he hath indeed better better *d expectation, than 
•you muft -expect of me to tell you* how*. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Mejfi/ta will be very 
inoch glad of it. 

Mejfi I have already delivered him letters, and there 
appears much joy in him, even fo much, that joy could 
not mew it felf modeft enough, without a badge of bit* 
'terneis, 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 
' Mejj. In great meafute. 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindoajl j there are no faces 
. Vot. II, M tt« r 
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34 Much Ado about Nothing. 

Iner than thofe that are fo wanVd ; bow much better i»tt 

k'wecp at joy, than to. joy at weeping I . 

Beat. I pray you, it Signior Afattanf. * jvNrn'd from 
be wars or no ? 

M^ I know nonej>f that name, Lady; there was none 
uch in the army of any fort. 

-Z*wr. What is he that yooaflf for, neice? 
' Hero. My coufin means Signfor 5«^V* of* Padua. 

Mtjf, O, he's return'd, and as pleafant as ever he wae. v 

J2tff. Ha tet»hkb4fe here in *£#«#, and ehattengVI 
Mpid at the flight; and my uncle's fool reading the chall- 
enge, (itbfcttfe'd for Cupid, and challeng'd him at the 
urd-bolt. 1 pray you, how many hath he kilTd and eaten 
n thefe wars T but how many hath ke JoH'd? for indeed I 
^qpufed to eat all of hia kitting. 

Xf«». *Faitb, noice, youtaxSipjior £***£«* toe m««h' J 
but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mcf* He hath done good fcrvice, Lady, in theft wart, 

Beat. You had mufty vi&uab, and he hath help to eat 
X j he!s a very valiant trencherwnan^ be hathr a* excel* 
art ftomadu 

Meff. And » good (bkticr too, Lady; 

j?«(. And amodfoldier to a lady? but what is he to 

ite^, A lord to a lord, a man to a man, ftnft with all 
tnourable virtues. 

Beat. It is fo indeed, he is no left than ar ftuft saan j 
t for the fluffing, well! we are all mortal* > 
Leon, You muft not, Sir, mhlake my niece | theft. » 
;ind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and her j 
y never meet but there's a toman of wit between 

tetf. Alas, he gets nothing by that. Ino«r lafloom- 
, four of his five wits went halting ofty and now is the 
le man governed witji one t So that if be have wit 
gh to keep hirofelf warm, let him bear it fof a dif» 
ce between 'hirafeljf and his borfe} for it is all tfee 

\c gives him thta name to riJici^p in him the character of a 
ing foldicr, t*C Void MsrUpvt* m Sfwijb fignifyidg * lnw 

.1. ,iw»ith 
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Much Adp about Nothing. i 35 
«M*th * that he tab left, to berfcnown a reasonable cret.; 
tort. Who is his companion now f he hath every month 
a new (Worn brother. 

J4£ fck poffible? 

£*»*. Very eafily poffihie ; he wean his faith but ss thti 
feihion of his hat, it ever changes with the next block. 

M*ff. I fee, fedy, the gentleman is net in your books. 

Beat. No 5 if he were 1 would bum my ftudy. - Butl 
toy you, who is his companion f is there no young fquam 
now, that will make a voyage with him to the devil ? 

Mef. He fsmoftin the company of the right noble Clem* 

' Best. O Lord, he will hang upon him like a difeafe f he 
is fnasmr caught thin the pcflUonoc, and the taker rum ore* 
Jentlymad. God help the noble Clamtio, if be have caught 
the Benedick, it will coft him a thoufand pound ere it bf 
cur'd. 

M*ff. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Bemt. Do, good fend. 

£«**» Von* 11 ne'er run mad, netae. 

Beat. No, not till a hot Janutry. 

Mftf. Don Petre is approach^. -* 
SC EN E H. 
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar a nd Pern 
John. 

Pedro. Good Signior Leenato, you are come to meet yout 
trouble : the iafluon of the world is to avoid ©oft, and you 
encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my houfe in the Ukenefs of 
your Once 5 for trouble befajggbne, comfort mould remain \ 
but when yon depart from me, forrow abides; and bsppifteJ* 
takes his leave. 

Peek: You embrace your chargraoft willingly : i think 
this is your daughter. 

Leen. Her mother hrth many times told me fo. 

JJsar. Were "you in doobfc that, you afltt her ? • 

Lew. Signior Benedick, no \ fee then were yon a child. > 

Pedr*. You have it mil, BeneeUck j we may gpcfe by 

• spfcnt* ig tfl ©id BogUOl v«rd So Afft4&* titt ««Mr or «wtffttf of 

anytkiog. . ' 

Ma *« 
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136 Much Ado" about Nothing. 

this what you are, being', a man t truly the Lady rather* 

her feif j be happy, Lady, for you are like an honouaabl* 

father. 

Bene. If Signior Leonato be her father, fhe would not 
hate his head on her ihoulders for all Meffiua, at like him 
asfhe is. 

Beat. I wonder that you will ftillbe talking, Siguier 2te- 
*4&'ot 5 no body marks you. 

J&w. What, my dear lady Difdain ! are you yet lWmg f 

Seat, la it poffible difflain mould die, while Jhe hath 
fuch meet food to feed it/ as Signior Benedick f courtefie it 
felf muft convert to difdain, if you come in her prefeoce. 

Bent. Then is courtefie a turn-coat ; ' but it is certain I 
am lov'd of all ladies, only* you- excepted ; and I would I 
could find in my heart that I had not a hard heart, for 
truly I love none. 

Beat. A dear happineis to women ! they would elfe 
have been troubled with a pernicious Alitor. I thank God 
and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that : I had 
rather hear my dog bark st- a crow, than a man fwear he 
loves me. •'' 

Bene. God keep your ladyship ftill in that mind 1 to 
fome gentleman or other ihall Tape a predeftinate foratcht 
iace. 

Beau Scratching could not make it worfe, if 'twere fuch 
• face as yours were; 
; Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot- teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beafr of 
yours. 

Bene. I would my borfe had t|se fpeed of your tongue, 
and fo good a contjnuer j but keep your way a God's name, 
I have done. 

- £eat. You always end with a jade's trick j I know 
you of old. 

Pearo. This is the fum of all : Don John, Signior Gfirar- 
diOy and Signior Beaedrtk, my dear friend Leonato hath in- 
vited you all % I tell him we mall nay here at the leaft a 
month, and he heartily prays fome eccafion may detain us 
Sanger : I dart fwear Jw is *q hypocrite/ but prays from 
his heart. 
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. J>r. If you fwear, xny LpnJ, you JhaU not be forfworn* 

Let me bid you welcome, my Lord j being reconciled to 

the Prince your brother, I owe yoa all duty. [To Dm John. 

. John. I thank .you j I am up*, of many words, but I 

thank you, . / , 

Leon, Pleafe it your Grace lead on ? 

Ptdro. Your ha*d» LmW j w^will go together. 
. . , [Exeunt all hut Benedick art Claudio. 

SCENE llf , 

Claud. Bmdkk, -didi* thou note t^e daughter of Sgnitt 
Ltonato t ' . ' r 

^«v, I noted her not, but I lopk'd on her. 

CW. 13 fhe «?t a mode0 ypuna; lady ? 

i? <w. Do yqu gueftien m$, a? an hpneft man mould do, . 
for my finaple true judgment ? , or would you have me fpeak ; 
after my cuftom, a* being a pjDofefled tyrant to their fat? : 

Gaud. No, I pry* thee fpeak in fober judgment.' 

Sou. Why, i'fritb, jpetbinlw <h« i* too low $r an WgS 
|0»tfe, -too hrown for a fair pra)fe, and top little for a great 
praife j only this commendation J can afford fcr, that were , 
«e othet than fhe is, fte were unhandfome ] and being no 
other but as /he is, I do not like her'. 

Gb*£ Thou thinks I am- in fport,; I pray jhee, tejl ' 
me truly how thou lik'ft her. 

Bene. Would yo» : buy. her, -tl»t you enquire after her $ " 

C/W. Can the world buy fucfc.ajewel?,. 

Bene. Yea, and a cafe to put it in too $ W §*ajc you 
this wkh a fad brow ? pr do you play the flouting jack, to 
tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and Vulcan a rare car- t 
penter ? come, in what koy ihall a man take you* to 30 ' 
in the fong ? 

K .Gfo«4 In mine eye, me U the fweeteft Wy that I ever 
locMon. ., 

Sent. I can yet fee without foedacjes, and I fee no fuc.h 
matter; theic*s hercoufia, if (he were not pofieft with 
fuch a fury, exceeds her as much in beauty, as the .firft of 
May doth the laft of Qtcmkr : but I hope you have no 
intent to torn hufband, have yon ? 

Claud. I would fcarce truft my felf, tbo* I had fworn the 
tontwy, if Htro would be my wife, 

M3 • *<**. 
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K Bene„ Is't come to* this,' Jn faith ? hath not the world 
one mar),, but he will wear his cap'with fufpicion ? (hall I ' 
ngper fee a batchelor of threefcore again ? go to, i'raith, if' 
thou wilt' needs thriift thy neck into a yoke, wear 'the print 
of it, and figh away,Sw«kyi : look, Don Pedro is re- J 
turn'd tpfeekjou. 

• , S>CEN E ,IV. ; Re-enter Don Pedro. 
•p^d. What fecret'nath.heU you here, that yon fol- 
\<M*d&QttoLeonatos'hb\ife> 
Bene. X would your Grace would conftrain roe to tell. 
Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 
Bene. You hear, Count GatuHo ; I can he fecret as a 
dumb man, | would havejrou think ft i hut on my ai- 

lejiancc, mark you ttiis, pn tny allegiance s- he is in' 

love j witTi whom ? now. that iff your Grace's part 1 nark 
bow'flibrt his anfwer ;s j with fliwff, Ltonatft (fcort daugh- 
ter. : ,..',.,., 
., 0aud % If this were fo, fo were it ottered. 
''Bene. Like ;he old tale, my Lord/ It is not fo, not' 
•tWas not io'i but indeed, God fbfbrd it /hould be Co", 

Claud; If my paffidri change not fljortjy; God forbid H 
mould bcptherwjfe, ^ *. 

i Ytdrb. Amen, if yoVlovtf Bet, for the Lady is very well 
worthy, ,-:..-.'" 

Claud. You fpeak this t<* fetch 4 me in, my Lord. 
Pedro, JJy.my troth, I fpeak my thought. * 

\0aud % And, in faith, my-Lord, I fpoke mine. 
Bene. And by my twd faiths and troths, my Lord, I fpeak 

Claud. That I love lie*; I feel. 

Pedro x That we is worthy, .1 know. 

' Bene. That I neither feel how Jhe mould be loved, nor 
know how fhe ihould be worthy, is the opinion that Jber 
cannot melt out of me ; I will die in it at the flake. 

Pedro. Thou waft ever an obflinate heretick in the 4e-* 
fpight of beauty. *_ 

CUud. And never' could maintain his part, but in the 
force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived' me, I thank her 5 that 

4h; bought me up, I iikewlfe give her mod bumble thanks r 

: ' tmt 
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tot thaVlwill have : a recheate winded in my fbrebesid, or 
hang, my bugle in an inviiible baldricfc, all women Jbell 
pardon me 5 hecaufe I will not "do them the wrong to 
nriftruft any, I will do my felf the right to truft none 9 
and the fine is, for the which I may go the finer, I will 
five a batchelor. .; 

Pedro. Khali fee thee, ere I dfe, look mIc with lovt. 

Bene. "With anger, with ficknefi, or with hunger, my 
Lord, not with love : prove that ever I lofc more bloo* 
with love, than I will get again with drinking, pick ' out. 
mine eyes with a ballad •maker*-* pen, and hang me up at* 
the door of a brothel- houfe for the fign of blind Cupid. 

Pedro, Well, if ever thou doff fall from this faith, thou 
wist prove a notable argument* * . 

Bern*. If f-ido, hang me in- a bottle like a eat, and moot 
at me j and he that hits me, let him be clapt on the uoul*. 
der, and calTd Adam. • 

Pedro. Well, at time mail try $ in time the frcage boll 
doth bear^heyoke, 

Bene. The lavage bull may, but if ever the fenfible Be4 
Jta&Jlbearit, pluck off the bull's horns, and fet them in 
my forehead, and let me be' vilely painted $ and infuchf 
great letters as they write, Here is goedborfe to hire, lef 
them figrime under my fign; Here you my fee Benedick d* 
wtarrfdevm, . 

Claud. If *tim "mould ever happen, thou would'ft hi 
horn- mad* 

Pedro. Nay, if Of id hath not fpentali his quiver in) , 
Venice f , thou wilt quake for this fhortly. 

Bern. I look for an earthquake too then* ' 

Pedro. Well, you will temporise with the hours.; in the 
mean time, good 6fgnior Benedick, repair to Leotuuo\ com* 

• Allodia* so one AUm BeU a famous archer of old. 

f Bc&leslhat Vtmiu is as remarkable for freedoms in amorous 
Intrigues at Cjfmt was of old, there may be a farther conjecture 
why this expreftmn is here ufed » The tulmm ghre to each of their 
principal cities a particular diftintuilbing title, as, Jtorta la/ant^ 
H«r»U U f tjifffr, GttWM la f*fi*rb* y &c and among the reft it IS* 
Vtnttia, la nrw> P*nlte th* wealthy : A (arcaiia therefore items to bo 
bars implied that many governs Lowe. • 

V - f 

% 
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140 Mm/b Jd$ about Nothing. 

mend met* hjoi, and tell him I will not&ilhimat ftp- 
fer ; for indeed he hath made gaeat preparation. 
( .-Jtae. I have ataoft matter enough in me for fuch an. 
amheflaan, and fo 1 commit you— - 
. 0*4 T# the tnkion of. Qod» From my honfe, if I 

had it, 

.JfaaV* Them*ii4>fjm>, f^rjonogfrkpi»^^^. 
.x Bern, Nay, mack not, anode not 5 the body of your dif- 
murfc fcibnaetime guarded vfjthfagmenti, and thegoaxde. 
am bat flighty bafted «**; neither * ere yen flout -old ends 
any further, examiiie, jsiar ronfrifinfr, and fo I leave you. 

• f&eft* 
KIU V, 
CW. My Liege, your Highoaft now may do ma apod r 
: Pdr: My love is thine to teach, teach it hut how, 
And thou A«Jt fee how apt ita's to leara 
Any hard Ieflbn that may do thee goad. 
. GUmL Nam leeway <bn, any Lord ? 

Pidro. No child but Hero, fte's his only heir < 
Daft thou affea her, Obptafe t 

Ckud. O my Lord, 
When you west onwaad mi this ended A&ion 
I looked upon her.w*rhe(eldier>eye, 
Thatlik'd, hut had a rougher talk an handi 
Than to drive liking to the name of love ; 
Bat now I am reftirn'd, end that waivthoinm* 
Have left their placet vacant 5 in their rooms 
Come thronging (ok and daUctte defines, ^ 
All prompting me how fair young Mtro n a 
Saying I lik'd her ere' I went to wan. 
s. Jfefa. Thou wilt he like a lower pceiently, 
And tine the hearer with a< honk of words 1 
If thou doft love fair Hero, cherira it, 
And Til break with hen was'tnotm this end, 
iThat thou began'ft to twift to fine a fiory f 

Cloud, How (weetly do yon mmifter to love, 
That know love's grief by his compk&ion ! 
Sat left my liking might too fudden feero, 
I would have falv*d it with « longer treatiie* , 
JmW. What need the bridge much broader than the flood > 

The 
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The &lreft plea is the neceflity ; 

look, what will ferve, is fit ; 'tis once, thou loveft, 

And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

1 know we fhall have revelling to-night J 

I will aflame thy part in (bme cHfguife, 

And tell fair Hero I am Cfaudio, 

And in her bofom I'll unclafp my heart, 

And take her hearing prifoner with the force 

And ftrong encounter of my amorous tale 1 

Then after to her rather will I break, 

And the condufion is, ihe fhall be thine 5 

In pra&ice let us put it prefently. [Exeunt, 

Re-enter Eeonato and Antonio. 
• Leon. How now, brother, where is my coufin your fon * 
hath he provided this mufick ? 

Ant, He is very bufie about it j but, brother, I can teQ 
yon news that you yet dream'd not of. 

£#mt. Are they good? 

Ant, As the event ftamps them, but they have a good 
cover} they mow well outward. The Prince and Count 
Claw&o, walking in a thick pleached alley in my or-J 
chard, were thus over-heard by a man of mine : the Princsj 
difcover'd to Ciattfio that he lovM my neice your daughter, 
and meant to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and if 
he (bund her accordant, meant to take the prefent time bf 
the top, and intently break with you of it. 

Lem, Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ? - l 

Ant , A good (harp fellow. I wi|l fend for him, and 
ejueftion him your fefe 

• hem 4 No, no $ we will hold f? as a dream, 'till it ap- 
pear it felf 1 but I will acquaint my daughter with aH, that 
me may be the better prepared for anfwer, if peradven- 
tnre tbu be true 5 go you and tell her 'of it % coujins, you 
know ; what you have to do. [Some crop the Stage. ] O, I 
cry you mercy, friend, go you with me and I will ufe youi 
flail $ good coufin, have a care this bufie time. [Etttttnt. 
SCENE VI. rbeStre*. t ' 

• Enter Don John andConnAn. 

Conr, What the gouJ€xes> my Lor<M why are yott i&ua 
tat of meafure fad } "; 

John* 

1 
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John, There is no meafure in the occasion dial foe* 
it, therefore the fadneis is without limit. 

Conr. You fliall hear reaion. 

John. And when I have heard 3t,whatbleffipg bringeth it f 

Qmr. If not a prefect remedy, yet a patient fufieraajce* 

^afc*. I wonder that fhou(bemg, as ttwifiiy'ft thou art, 
born under Saturn) gceft about to apply a moral mediqajc i 
to a mortifying mifchief: I cannot hide what lam : Imtnt 
be fad when I have caufe, and (mile at no man's jeAe | 
eat when I have ftomach, and wait for no man's lettW | 
deep when I am drowfie, and tend on no man*s hufcwft $ 
laugh when I am merry, and daw no man in fads humour. 

Cottr. Yea, but you mutt not make the full (how of this, 
kill you may do it without controkrneut $ you have of 
late ftood out againft your brother, and he hath ta'eai you) 
newjy jnto his grace, where it is impnffible you (kmM 
take root, but by the &* weather that you make yuav4etf a 
it is needful that you frame the feaaosi for your own hsevtft* 
r Join. lhiA rather be a ranker in a hedge, than a rose 
in his grace $ and it better $s my blood to ha 4ittau»'4ot" 
ajl, than to fcihion a carriage to rob love from any : Jft that 
(though I cannot Wfcid tobe* sTattering honeft man) it 
fouft not he deny'd hut I ama plain-dealing villain j I ana 
trotted withamuaxle, and iarrancfaiied with a dog, there* 
fere I have decreed not to fog in my cage i if I had rap 
thouth, I would bite j if I had my liberty, Iuwtyoamv 
liking : in the mean time let me be that I am, and £tck 
not to alter me. ; 

Coar. Can you make-ao ufe of your discontent f 

J**. I willmakeaU^eof k, for I ufe tt.oary. Who 
femes here * what news,- BoracbU t 
EttUr Boracbjo, 
, Bit*. I came yondef from a great (upper \ the Prince, 
your brother, is royally cntertain'4 by Lu**» $ ami I can 
ajre you intelligence of an intended marriage. 
. Job*. Wil| it ferve tor any model to build owebief on? 
what is he for, a foal that betroths himfelf to nnquietnew ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother** right hand* 

>£«. Who, the moft exouifite Oatvb ? 

Bora, "Even he* 
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Jok* A proper Squirt j and who, add who ? which 
way looks he ? . 

Bora, Marry, on /fen?, the daughter and heir of £***», 

^1**%' A very forward AfataVchick f How come you to 
nit? 

Am. Being entertain** for a perflirner, at 1 wmimeak- 
mg» muAy room, cemes. on the Prince end IZzaeJe hand 
in hand iniad conference : I whipt behind the arrasy and 
there heard k agreed upon that the Prince mould wee Hers 
tor fomfelf* and having ohtaintt her, give her n> Count 
Gemta. 

Jfafc*. Come, come, let us thither, tnfe niay prove Jhed 
to nay dm)tea(tae » that young fert-up hath all the tlory 
of my eeerthtow j ill cm&oftbkn way way, 1 hat* my 
Jetf every way 5 you as* both free, and will aflUtmer . 

Cewv ,1V> the death, my Lom\ 

June. Left ut to the great fuoper j their cheer » the 
pester that I aennbnVd j weutf the conk ware of my 
Whadt Aailwe *> #reve what's- tebe dene? 

£#a. We'll waSi upon your Letdflrfp. [J&n*#« 

ACT H..-4CEN1 IV 

LeonetoTr Jfeeje. •* 

£e*s* Leenatn, Antonio* Hew, Btatriee, hfergtrtt aui 

Wum. 
i * fl » v TXr AS •otCaont J*** here at topper ? 
W ^hr.-ifaw hint not. 
Beat. Hpw tartly that gentleman looks ! I never tan Jfe 
ham, hot lam heaft-bitfr'd 'an hoer after. 

Hem. He is of a very melancholy difpofition. 1 

.fear. He were an excellent man that were made j*A in 
the mid-way between him and Btnedick j the one ia mo 
like an image, and fays nothing 5 and the other too like my 
lady's eldeg fon, evermoie tatting, 

iea*. Then half Sienior RctedicVt tongue in Count 
Jobift mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in Sig- 

nior BamdUVs face 

£ut. With a good leg, and a good root, uncle, and mt« 
ny eneogh in his porfe, fuch a- man woeld win any we* 
man in thswoild, if he could gee her $dob>wUI. ' ♦ 

*** 
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,; Leen. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee | 
a huiband, if thou be To fhrewd of thy tongue* 
Ant. In faith, Ac's too curft. 
Beat. Too curft it more than curft, and I fliall leflen 
God's fending that way j for it is (aid, God fends a corft 
oow fliort hbrns, but to a cow too curft he fends none. 

Leon. So by being too curft, God will fend yoa no 
horns. 

itof • Juft, if he fend me no huiband, for the which 
hleffing I am at him upon my knees every morning and 
evening : Lord! I could not endure a huiband with abeam! 
.' on his face, I had rather lye in woollen* 

Lam. You may light upon a huiband that hath no beard. 
Beat. What (hould I do with him? drds him In my 
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman? he that 
hath a beard is more than a youth, and he that hath no 
-beard is left than a man) and he that is more than a youth, 
is not for roe j and he that is left than a man, lam not 
for him : therefore I will even take fix pence in earnest of 
.-the bearherd, and lead his apes to hell* 
Leon, Well then, go you into hell ? 
Beat. NO, but to the gate, and there jwill the devil 
meet me like an old cuckold, with his horns on his head, 
I and: fry, get you to heaven, Beatrice, get you, to tav'n, 
here's no place for you maids : fd deliver I up my apes, 
and away fo St. Peter 9 for the heav'ns; he /hews me 
where the batchelors lit, and there lire we as merry as the 
:day.islong.t 

Ant. Well, niece, I truft you will be rul'd by your 
rather. [TaHero. 

. Beat, Yes, * faith, it is my couun*s duty to make eurt- 
fie, and fay, as itpUafe you j but yet for all that, coufin, 
let him be a handfome follow, or eke make another curtfie, 
and fay, father > ax it pleajet me. 

Leon. Well, neice, I hope to fee you one day fitted 
with, a hufband. 

Beat. Not 'till God make men of fome other metal than 

.earth ; would it not grieve a woman to be over-mafter'd 

.with a piece of valiant duft } to make account of her life 

to a ck< of wayward marie ? no, uncle, I'll none \ jidanft 

few 
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Ions are my brethren, and truly I hold it a (in to match in 
my kindred. 

' Lton. Daughter, remember what I told you 5 if tha 
Prince do follidt you in that kind, yon know your anfwer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the mufick, coufin, if you 
be not wooM in goed time ; if the Prince be too importu- 
nate, tell him there is meafure in every thing, and fo 
dance out the Anfwer 5 for hear me, Hero, wooing, wed- 
ding, and repenting, is a Scotch jig, a meafure, and a 
cinque-pace $ the firit fuit is ' hot and hafty, like a Scotch 
jig, and full as fantaftical 5 the wedding mannerly-modefr, 
as a meafure, full of ftate and anchentry j arid then cornea 
repentance, and with his bad legs falls into the c'nque-pace 
farter and fafter, 'rill he finks into his grave. 

Leon, Coufin, you apprehend pafling /hrewdly. l 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle, I can fee a church by 
day -light. 

Leon. The revellers are entring, brother 5 make good 



SCENE II. Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Bene- 
dick, Balthazar, and others in Mafauerade. 

Pedro, Lady, will you walk about with your friend P 

.Hero, So you walk foftly, apd look fweetly, and lay no- 
thing, I am yours for the walk, and especially when I walk 
away. 

Pedro, With me in your company? 

Hero. I may fay fo when I pleafe. 

Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ? 

Hero. When I like your favour 5 for God defend the 
late mould be like the cafe. 

Pedro. My vifor is Philemon's roof, within the houfe it 
Jove. 

Hero. Why then your vlfor mould be thatcVd, 

Pedro. Speak bib, if you (peek hue. • 

\Drawing her afidt to vthifper, 

Pakb. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I for your own lake, for I have 
many ill qualities. ' 

• This fcem» to be a line quoted from a fang or feme verfei com- 
monly known at that time. _ . . 

VoL.IJ. N. , *"*• 
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Balth. Which is one ? 

Marg. I fay my prayers aloud. 

Malik- I lovjt you the better, the hearers may cry Amen* 

Marg, God match me with a good dancer ! 

JBahh. Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my fight when the 
dance is done ! anfiyer, clerk. 

Baltb. No more words, the clerk is anfwer'd. 

Urf. I know you well enough, you are Siguier Antonio. 

jint. At a word, I am not. 

Urf. I know you' by the wagling of your head, 

Ant . To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urf You could never do him fo ill, well, unlefi you; 
were the very man : here's his dry hand up and down \ yoi| 
are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urf. Come, come, do you think I do not know you by 
your excellent wit h can virtue hide itfelf ? go to, mum, 
you are he 5 graces will appear, and there's an end. 

Seat. Will you not tell me who told you fo h 

Bene. No, you mall pardon me, 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene, Not now. 

Beat. That I was dtflajnfol, and that I had my good , 
wit out of The hundred merry Tales j well, this was Signior 
Benedick that faid fo. 

Bene. What's he ? 

Beat. I am fure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, belieye me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat. Why, he is the Prince's jefter, a very dull fool, 
only his gift is in deviling impoffible (landers : none but li- 
bertines delight in him, and the commendation is not in his 
wit, but in his villainy \ for he both pleafes men and an- 
gers them, and then they laugh at him, and beat him j 
I am- Aire he is in the fleet, I would he had boated me. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, I'll tell him what 
you.fay. 

Beau Vo, do, he'll but break I companion or two on 

me. 
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tne, which peradvenrure not mark'd, or not laufch'd it, 
ftrlkes him into melancholy, and then there's a partrltee 
wing fav*d, for the fool will eat no fupper that night vfe 
muft follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they' lead to any ill, I will leave them at 
the next turning. tExtunt. 

SCENE in. Mufickfor the Dance. 

Job*. Sure my brother Is amorous on Ibro, and bath 
withdrawn her father to break with him about it: thek- 
4ies follow her, and "but one vifor remains." 

Bora. And that is Qaudio, I know him by hi* bearing* 

%&». Are not you Signior BenediS t 

baud. You know me weH, I am he* 

John. Signior, you are very near my brother in his love, 
ie is eaamour'd on Hero, I pray you, duTtiade him from 
her, /he is no equal for his birth $ you may do the^art of 
an honeft man in it. 

-Gaud. How know you he loves her? 

John. I heard him fwear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too, and he fwore he would warty net 
to-night. 

%&*. Come, let us to the banquet. [Exe. John *«/&>«. 

Gaud. Thus anlwer <I in name of Benedick, 
%ut hear this ill news with the ears of Claudia, 
*Tis certain fo, the Prince wooes for hlmfeif. 
Friendship is conftantin all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love j 
"Therefore, all hearts in love, dfe your owfl tongues 1 
i*t every eye negotiate for it felf, 
And truft no agent j beauty is a witch, 
Ag ainft whofe charms faith melteth into Mood. 
Wis is an accident of hourly proof, 
Which I miftrufted not. FareweJ then, titroi 

Enter Benedick. ♦ 

Bene. Count Claude? 

Claud. Yea, the fame. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither ? 

Bern. Even to the next willow, about your owtfWGnefr, 
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Count. What faihion will you wear the garland of? about 
' your neck, like an Ufurer's chain ? or under your arm, 
like a Lieutenant's fcarf ? you muft wear It one way, for 
the Prince hath got your Hero, 
Claud, I wifh him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's fpoken like an honeft drorer • (6 
they fell bullocks : hut did you think the Prince would 
have ferved you thus } 

Gaud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho! now you ftrike like the blind man 5 'twas 
the boy that ftole your meat, and you'll beat the poft. 
Claud. If it will not be, I'll leaye you. [Exit. 

Bene, Alas poor hurt fowjef now will he creep into 
fedges. But that my Lady Beatrice fhould know me, and 
not know me ! the Prince's fool ! ha ? it may be I go un- 
der that title, because Jam merry $ yea, but Co I am apt 
to do my fctf wrong : J am not Co reputed. It is the bafe 
(though bitter)^ dupbfition of Beatrice, that puts the world 
into her perfon, and fo gives me out' j well, 1*11 be re- 
vengM as I may. 

SCENE IV. Enter Don Pedro. 
Pedro. Now, Signioc, where*s the Count ? did you fqe 
him f 

Bene. Troth, my Lord, I have play*d the part of kdy 
Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a 
warren, I told him (and I think, told him true) that your 
Grace had got the will of this young lady, and I offered 
him my company to a willow tree, either to make him a 
garland, as being forfaken, or to bind him a rod, as being 
. worthy to be whlpt. 

Pedro. Tobewhiptt what's his fault? 
Bene, The hat tranfgreflion of a fehool-boy, who be- 
ing overjoyed with finding a bird's ncft, fhews it his com- 
pinion, and he fteajs it. . 

Pedp. Wilt thou make a truft, a tranfgreflion ? the 
tranfgreflion tab the ftealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amife the rod had been made, 
and the garland too % for the garland he might have worn 
himfelf, and the rod he might have bellowed on yon, who 
(as I take it} have ftoTn his bird's neft. 
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Pedro. I will bat teach them to fing, and reftoft them 
4o the owner. r 

Bent. If their finging anrwer yo\fr faying, by my faith, 
you fay honeftly. 

Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to yob $ the 
gentleman that danc'd with her! told her ihe is much 
wronjfd by you. 

Bene. O, ihe mifut'd me paft the indurance of a block; 
an oak but with one green leaf on ity would hate anfwer'i 
her j my very vifor began to aflame life, and fcold with 
her j ihe told mc, not thinking I had been my felf, that 
1 was the Prince's jeftec* and that I was duller than a great 
thaw ; hudling jeft upon jeft, with fuch impetuous con- 
veyance upon me, that t ftood like a man at a mark, with 
a whole army mooting , at me \ (he fpeaka Ponyards, and 
every word (tabs j if her breath were as terrible as her ter- 
minations, there 7 were no living near her, Ihe would infe& 
to the North-Star ; I would not marry her, though ihe 
'were endowed with all that Adorn had left him before he 
tranfgreia'd j ihe would have made Htrcut&t have tura'd 
lptt, yea, and have cleft his club to make the fire too. 
Come, talk not of her, you fliall find her the infernal At} 
in good apparel. I would to God fome fcholar would con- 
jure her j for certainly while ihe is here a man may live as 
quiet in hell as in a fan&uary, and people fin upon purpbfe^ 
becaufe they would go thither $ fb indeed all difquie^ hor- 
ror, and perturbation follow her. 

SCENE V, 
.Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato a n d Hero. 

Pedro. Look, here ihe comes. 

Bene. Will your Grace command me any fervice to the 
world's end ? I will go on the flighted: errand now to the 
Antipodes that you can devife to fend me on $ I will fetci 
you a tooth- picker now from the furtheft inch of Afia ; ' 
bring yon the length of Prefer John** foot ; fetch you ■ 
hair off the great Chains beard ; do you any embanage to 
the pigmies, rather than hold three words conference with 
this harpy : you have no employment for me ? 

Pedro. None, but to defire your toed wn^panV. 

N 3 <*«»• 
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Bene, O God, Sir, here's a dull I love not. I cannot 
Indute this lady's tongue. [Exit. 

Pedro. Come, Lady, come, you nave loft the heart of 
Signior Benedick. 

Beat, Indeed, my Lord, he lent it roe a while, and I 
gave him ufe for it, a double heart for a fingle one j marry, 
once before he won it of me with falfe dice, therefore your 
Grace may well fay I have loft it. 

Pedro, You have put him down, Lady, you have put 
him down* 

Beat. So I would not he (hould do me, my Lord, left I 
ffiould prove the mother of fools : I have brought Count 
C audio, whom you fent me to feek. 

Pedro. Why, how now, Count, wherefore are you fad t 

Claud. Not fad, my Lord. 

Pedro. How then? fick? 

Claud. Neither, my Lord. 

Seat. The Count is neither fad, nor fick, nor merry, 
nor well } but civil Count, civil as an orange, and force - 
tbing of a jealous complexion. y , 

Pedro. V faith, Lady, I think your blazon to be true \ 
though lit be fworn, if he be fo, his conceit is fclfe. 
Here, Claudio, 1 have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero 
is won } I have broke with her father, and his good will 
•btained, name the day of marriage, and God give thet 
Jyf 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her 
my fortunes ; his Grace hath made the match, and att 
grace fay Amen to it I 

Seat'. Speak, Count, 'tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the\perfecteft herald of joy ; I were but 
little happy, if I could fay how much. Lady, as you are 
mine, I am yours j I give away my feff for you, and doat 
upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, couiin, or (if you cannot) ftop his mouth 
with a kifi, and let not him fpeak neither. 

Pedro. In faith, Lady, you have a merry heart. 

Boat. Yea, my Lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on 
the windy fide of care j my couiin tell? him in. his ear that 
he is in her heart. 
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Leon, And fo fhe doth, coufin. 

Btat. Good Lord, for alliance ! thus goes every one to 
the world but J, and I am fun-bum'd, I may fit in a cor- 
ner, and cry heigh ho for a huiband. 

Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I wilt get yon one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's getting •: 
hath your Grace ne'er a brother like you ? your father 
got excellent huibands, if a maid could come by them. 

Pedro. Will you have me, Lady ? 

Beat. No, my Lord, unlefs I might have another for 
working-days j yoUr Grace is too coftly to wear every dayr 
but I befeech your Grace pardon me, 1 was born to. fpeak 
all mirth and no matter* 

Pedro, Your filence moft oflfends me, and to be merry 
beft becomes you \ for out of queftion you were born in a 
merry hour. 

Beat. No fare, my Lord, my mother cry*d \ but then 
there was a ftar danc'd, and under that I was born. Coufms, 
God give you. joy ! 

Lam. Neice, will you look to thofe things I told you of? 

Beat. I cry ycu mercy, uncle : by your Grace's pardon. 

[Exit Beatrice. 
SCENE VI. 

Pedro, By my troth, a pleafent-fpirited Lady. 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy clement in her, 
my Lord 5 fhe is never fad but when me fleeps, and not 
ever fad then j for 1 have heard my daughter fay, (he hath 
often dream'd of unhappinefs, and wak'd her felf with 
laughing. 
- Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a hufband ? 

Leon. O, by no means, me mocks all her wooers out of 
fuit. 

Pedro, She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon; O Lord, my Lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ry 'd they would talk themfelves mad. 

Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to church ? 
* C/sud. To* morrow, my Lord ; time goes on crutches, 
'till love have all his rites; 

4*00, Not 'till fifanday, my dear fen, which is hence a 

juft 
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Juft fcven«aight, and a time tod brief too, to have all 
things anfwer my mind. 

Pedro. Come, yon {hake the head at fo tone a breath- 
ing ; bat I warrant thee, Claudia, the time ihall not go 
-dully by us ; 1 will in the Interim undertake one of Her*. 
cuUCt labours, which is to bring Signior Benedick and the* 
Lady Beatrice into a mountain of affection the one withi 
the other j I would fain have it a match, and I doubt not 
to faflrion it, if you three will but minifter fucb affiftahce 
as I ihall give you direction. 

Leon. My Lord, 1 am for you, though it coflt me tea 
nights watching*. 

Claud. And I, my Lord. 

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero t 

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my Lord, to help my 
coufin to a good hufband. 

Pedro, And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft hufband 
that I know : thus far can I praife him, he is of a noble 
ftrain, of approved valour, and confirm'd honefty. I vnfl 
teach you how to humour your coufin, that flie ihall fall hi 
love with Benedick 5 and I, with' your two helps, will fo 
pra&ife on Benedick, that in defpight of hk quick wit, and 
his queue ftomach, he ihall fall in love with Beatrice : if 
we can do this, Cupid is no longer an archer, hk glory 
ihall be ours, for we are the only Love- God's j go in with 
me, and I will tell you my drift. [Exeunt* 

SCENE VII. Another Apartment /« Leonato** Homfe. 
Enter Don John and Borachio. 

John. It is fo, the Count Claudio ihall marry the daughter 
«f Leonato, 

Bora. Yea, ray Lord, but t can crofi it. 

John, Any bar, any crofi, any impediment will be me* 
dicinable to me ; I am fick in difpleafure to him, and what- 
foever comes athwart his affection, ranges evenly with 
mine. How canft thou crois this marriage ? 

Bora. Not honcftly, my Lord, but to covertly, that 
ao diihonefty ihall appear in me. 

John. Shew me briefly how. 

Btra, I think I told your LordAip a year face, how 
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much I am in the favour of Margaret, the waiting-gentle* 
woman to Hero, *' 

John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unfeafonaMe infant of the night, 
appoint her to look out at her Lady's chamber- window. 

John. What life is m that,} to be the death of this mar- 
riage ? 

Bora. The poifon of that lyes in you to temper 3 go you 
to the Prince your brother, fpare not to tell him, that he 
hath wrong'd his honour in marrying the renoWn*d Claudi'o 
(whofe eftirfiatioi! do you mightily hold up) to a contami- 
nated Stale, fuch a one as Hero. 

John. What proof mall J make of that ? 

Bera. Proof enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vex 
Qau&Oy to undo Hen, and kill Leonato j look you for any 
other iflue ? 

John, Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any thing. 

Bora, Go then find me a meet hour, to draw on Pedro, 
and 'the Count Claudso, alone 5 tell them that you know 
Hero loves me 3 intend a kind of zeal both to the Prince 
and Claudio, as in a love of youf brother's honour who hath 
made this match, and his friend's reputation, who' is thus 
like to be cozen'd with the femblance of a maid, that you; 
have difcover'd thus; they will.' hardly believe this without 
tryal : offer them Inftances which fhafl bear no left likeli- 
hood than to fee me at her chamber-window 3 hear me call 
Margaret, Hero 3 hear Margaret term me BoracUo 3 and 
bring them to fee this, the very night before the' intended 
wedding 5 for in the mean time I will fo fafliion the matter,' 
that Hero /hall be abfent, and there /hall appear fuch Teem- 
ing truths of Hero'i difloyalty, that jealoufie /hall becaU'd 
aflurance, and all the preparation 'overthrown. 

John. Crow this to what adverfe Iflue it can, I will put 
it in practice % be cunning in the working this, and thy' 
lee is a thoufand ducats. 

• Bora, Be thou ronftant in the accufatJon, and my cun- 
ning /hall not frame me. 

John, I will prefently go learn their day of marriage. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENI 
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SCfetfE Vin. UorutoUGarien. 
Enter Benedick and a By. 

Bene, Bojr! 

By. Signior. ... 

Bene, In my chamber-window lyes a book, bring it hi- 
ther to me in the orchard. 

By. I am here already, Sir. £ Exit By. 

Bent. I know that, bat 1 would have thee hence, and 
here again. — - 1 do much wonder, that one man feeing 
how much another man is a fool, when he dedicates his 
behaviours to love, will, after he hath laught at fuch dial- 
low follies in others, become the argument of his own 
(corn, by falling in love : and fuch a man is Qm&: I 
have known when there was ho raufick with him but the 
drum and the fife, and now had he rather hear the taber 
and the pipe t I have known when he would have walk'd 
ten mile a-fbot to fee a good armour $ and now will he 
|ye ten nights awake, carving the rafhion of a new doublet. 
fie was wont to fpeak plain, and to the purpofe, like an 
fconeft man and a foldief , and now is he torn'd ortho- 
£rapher, his words are a very fantaftical banquet, juft & 
jfanj Grange dimes. , May I be fo converted, and fee with , 
there eyes ? I cannot tell, I think not. I will not be j 
fwora, but love may transform me to an oyfter j but TO 
take my oath on it, 'till he have made an oyfter of me, | 
he {hall never make me fuch a fool : one woman is hut, 
yet I am well $ another is wife, yet I am well 5 another 
virtuous, yet I am well. But 'till all graces be in one 
woman, one woman ihall not come in my grace. Rich fee 
ihall be, that's certain ; wife, or I'll none ; virtuous, or 
1*11 never cheapen her j fair, or I'll never look on her 5 
mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I for an angel* 
of good difcourfe, an excellent mufician, and her hair mall 
be of what colour it pleafe God*. Ha 1 the Prince and Man- '. 
fieurLove! I will hide me in the arbour. XWitbdrimt. 
SCENE a 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, Claudio, W Balthazar* 
iVaW. Come, flull we hear this mufick? 

> Hinting fctfrkalhr at the art uTed by Ladies ia dyiag their kaar 
of a coltur different from what it is by nature. 

Cam. 
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GkwL Yea, my good Lord j hour ftill the evening is, 
As huih'd on purpofe to grace harmony ! 
, Fedro. See you where Benedkk hath hid himfelf ? 
C/aud. O very well, my Lord $ the mufick ended, 
We'll 6t the cade-fox with a penny-wortf* 
Pedro. Come, Baltbamr, we'll heat that fcng again, 
2fe£*. O good my Lord, tax not Jo had a. voice 
To flander mufick any more than once. 

Pedro, It ia the witncfc (till of excellency,. 
To put a ftrange face on his own perfection $ 
Ipray thee fing, and let me woo no more, \ 
. The S.O N G. 
Sigb no more, Ladies, figb 00 pore, 

Men were deceivers ever, 
One foot in fea, and one on Jbore* 

To one thing conftani never : 
Then figb not fo, but let tbemgp % 

And be you klitb and bourn , 
Converting all your founds of woe 
Into bey natty > nony. 

Sing no more ditties* fins no more, 

Of dumps fo dull and beany $ 
Tbe frauds of men were everfi, 

Since fummerfirft was leafy s 
Then figb not fo, &c. 

Tedro. By my troth, a good fong. 
Baltb, And an ill finger* my Lord. 

f — woo no more. 

Bvltb. Bccaufe you talk of wooing, I will fing, 
Since many a wooer doth commence his fuit 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Vet will he fwear he loves. 

Pedn. Nay, pray thee come, 
Or if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

Baltb. Note this before my notes, 
There's not a note of mine that's worth the noting. 

Pedr». Why, thefe are very crotchet* that he lpeaks, 
Note notes forfooth, and nothing. . .. rMf 

Bene. Now, divine air} now is his foul ravilh'd I ii It net 
ftrange, that fhceps guts fhould hale fouls out of men* Bodies r 
well, a horn for my mony , when all't done* 

TtosoNG, ftr«. Ftdr ^ 
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Pedro. Ha, no} no, * faith j thou fing'ft wdl enough for 
a fliift. . . . 1 

Bent, If his had been a dog that fliould have howlM \ 
thus, they would have hang'd him, and I pray Ood hia 
bad voice bode no mifchief 5 I had as lief have heard the 
night-raven, come what plague could have come after It. 

Pedro. Yea many: doft thou hear, Balthazar? \ pray \ 
thee, get us fome excellent mufick j for to-morrow night 
we would have k. at the Lady Hero's chamber- window. 

Bahb. The bed I can, my Lord. [£*/> Balth. 

Pedro. Do fo: farewel. Come hither, Leonato\ what 
was it you told me of to-day, tjhat your neice Beatrice waa 
in love with Signior Benedick t 

Claud. O ay, (talk on ; folk on, the fowl fits. I did 
never think that Lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but moft wonderful^ that (he 
fliould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom flic hath in all 
outward behaviour feem'd ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is't poflible, iits the wind in that corner ? \Ajide. 

Leon. By my troth, my Lord, I cannot tell whaj to 
think of it $ but, that fee kyvep-him with an inmged affec- 
tion, it is pad the infinite of thought. 

Pedro, May. be, (he doth but counterfeit. 

Gaud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O God I counterfeit? there was never counter- 
feit of paflion came fo near the life of paflion as flic djf- 
covers it. 

Pedro. Why, what effefts of paflion mews (he ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well, the fifli will bite. 

[Speaking bar. 

Leon. What effects, my Lord ? flje will fit you, you 
1 heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did indeed. 

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? you amaze me : I would 
have thought her fpirit had been invincible againft all aflaulu 
of affection. 

Leon. I would have fworn it had, my Lord, efpeciaUy 
afainft Benedick. 

Mene J fhould think this a gull, but that the white* 

bearded 
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Varied fellow fpeaks it $ knavery cannot fure hide himfejf 
io fuch reverence. [Afide m 

Claud, He £ath ta'en th* infection y hold it up. 

Sped king low. 

Pedro. Hath {he made her affection known to Benedick?. 

Leon. No, and (wears flic never will, that's her torment* 

Gaud. 'Tis true indeed, fo your daughter fays : {hall I # 
6ys ihe, that have fo oft encountered him with fcorn, write 
to him that I love him ? 

Leon. This fays ihe now, when (he is beginning to write 
to him ; for fhe*ll be up twenty times a-night, and there 
will ihe fit in her fmock, "till ihe have writ a meet of pa* 
per 3 my daughter tells us all. 

Gaud. Now you talk of a iheet of paper, I remember 
a pretty jeft your daughter told us of. 

Leon. O, when ihe had writ it, and was reading it ovcr > 
ihe found Benedick and Beatrice between the iheet. 

Claud, That. \ 

Letm, Q, ihe tore the letter in a thousand halfpence* 
rail'd at her felf, that ihe ihould be fo immodeft, to write 
Id one that ihe knew wou'd flout her : I meafure him, iays 
ihe, by my own fpirit, for I fliould flout him if he writ to* 
me, yea, though I love him, I ihould. 
. Gaud. Then down upon her knees me falls, weeps, fobi* 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays,, curfes j O fweet 
Bejudick I God give me patience ! 

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter iays Co, and the 
ecftafie hath fo much overborn her, that my daughter is. 
fometime afraid ihe will do a defperate outrage to her felf j, 
it is very true. 

Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of k by fome 
other, if ihe will not difcover it. 

Claud. To what end ?• he would but make a fport of it„ 
and torment the poor Lady worfe. 

Pedro. If he ihould, it were an alms to hang him 5 ihe'fc 
an excellent fweet Lady, and (out of all ftfpicion) ihe ife 
virtuous. 

Claud. And ihe is exceeding wife. 

Pedro. Ip every thing, but in loving Benedick. 

Le%n. O my Lord, wifdom and blood combating in & 
Tot. IX. O lender 
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tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood hath 
the vi&ory j I am forry for her, n I have juft caufe, being - 
her uncle and her guardian. 

Pedro. I would fhe had beftow'd this dotage on me > I 
would have doflft all other refpec"b, and made her half my 
lelf j I pray you, tell Benedick of it, and hear what he 
will fay. 

Leon. Were it good, think you? 

Claud, Hero thinks furely fhe will die, for (he fays fhe 
will die if he love her not, and fhe will die ere fhe make 
her love known j and me will die if he woo her, rather ' 
than fhe will bate one breath of her accuftom'd crorTnefs. 

Pedro. She doth well $ if fhe fhould make tender of her 
lore, 'tis very poflible he'll fcorn it 5 for the man, as yoo 
know all, hath a contemptuous fpirit. 

Gaud, He is a very proper man. 

Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happinefs. 

Claud, 'Fore God, and, in my mind, very wife. 

Pedro. He doth indeed (hew fome fparks that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

Pedro. As He8or % '\ allure you 5 and in the managing of 
quarrels you may fee he is wife $ for either he avoids them 
with great difcretton, or undertakes them with a chriftun- 
Itke fear. * Well, I am forry for your neice : {hall wo 
go fee Benedick, and tell him of her love ? * 

Claud. Never tell him, my Lord j let her wear it 01st 
with good counfel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impof&ble, fhe may wear her heart 
out fjrft. 

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh- 
ter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick well, and I 
could with he would modeftly examine himfelf, to fee how 
much he is unworthy to have fo good a Lady. 

Leon. My Lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 

• -... a chriftian-Iike fear. 

Ltm. If he do fear God, he raaft neceffarfly keep peaces if he 
break the peace, he ought to enter into a auanei with fear and 
trembling. 

JVA». And fo will he do, for the man doth fear Cod. fcowfecver it 
ygu *£* *"»> ** *»« l» r ** J«* ^ Will mtkeT 



Oemd. 



, d by Google 



Much Ado about Nothing. 159 

. Gaud. If he do not dote on Iter upon this, I wiH never 
truft my expectation. 

2cdro. lit there be the lame net Spread for her, and that 
mnft your daughter and her gentlewoman carry; the iport 
will be, when they hold an opinion of one another's dotage, 
and no inch matter; that's the fcene that I would fee* 
which will be meerly a dumb (hew j let us (end her to call 
him in to dinner. [Exeunt. 

SCENEX, Benedick advances frm the Arbor. 

Bene. This can he no trick, the conference was (adJy 
horn j they have the truth of this from Hero, they feem to 
pity die Lady J it feems Jiet affetliana have the full bent. 
Love me 1 why, it muft be requited : I bear how I am 
ceofur'd j they Ly I will bear my felf proudly, if I perceive 
the love come from her j they (ay too, that (he will rather 

die tfian give any fign of affe&um 1 did never think to 

marry -1— I muft not feem proud happy are they that 

hear their detractions, and can put them to mending : they 
fay the Lady is fair 5 'tis a truth, I can bear them witnefs : 
and virtuous ; 'tis fo, I cannot reprove it : and wife, but 
lor loving me^— by my troth, it is no addition to her 
wit, nor no great argument of her folly 5 for I will be hor- 
ribly in love with, her,— — 1 may chance to have fome odd 
quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, becaufe I have 
rail*4 fa long againffc marriage ; but doth not the appetite 
alter ? a man loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot 
endure in his age. Shall quipps and fenfences, and thefe 
paper bullets of the brain, awe a man' from the career of 
his humour ? no : the world muft be peopled. When I 
(aid I would' die a batchelor, I did not think I (hould liv* 
•till I were marry'd. l Here comes Beatrice : by this day* 
Ihe's a fair Lady, I do fpy fome marks of love in her. 
Enter Beatrice. 
^ Beat, Agairift my will I am Cent to bid you come in to> 
dinner. 

Bene, Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than you 
take pains to thank me j if it had been painful, I would 
not bave'come. 

Bene. You take pieafure then in the mcflage. 

Digitized by GoOgle 



• X 66 Much Ado about Nothing. 

Seat, Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a knife'f 
point, and choak. a daw withal : you have no ftomach*, 
Signtor j fire you well. [Exit. 

'Bent, Ha ! againft my vntt lam fint to Bid you come nt 
to dinner: there's a double meaning in that. / took *• 
tmrt faint fir tbofe thanks, than you took pains to tbdnk nt\ 
that's as much as to fay, any pains that I take for you art 
as earle as thanks. If i do not take pity of her, I am a 
villain j if I do not love her, I am a Jew 5 I Will go get 
herpifture. [£&. 

ACT HI. SC!K» L, 

Continues in the 'Garden. 
Enter Hero, Margaret, and Urfola. 
Bero.f^OGD Margaret, run thee into the Jorlottr, 
V_X There Ihalt thou find my coufia Beatrice. 
Propofing with the Prince and Ctandio 5 
WhiTper her ear, and tell her I and Urfuta 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole difcourfe 
Is all of her j fay that thou overheard'ft us, 
And bid her {real into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-fuckies ripcn'd by the furl 
forbid rile fun to enter ; like to favoaritea 
Made proud by Princes, that advance their pride 
Again* that power that bred it ; there will Ae hide her, 
To fifren to our purpofe 5 this is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Murg. rii make her come, I warrant, prefendy. [£*»}« 
Hero. Now, Urfula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk m«ft only be of Benedick $ 
When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praife him more than ever man did merit. 
My talk to thee muft be how Benedick ' 
Js fick in loye with Beatrice j of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hear-fay : now begin. 

Enter Beatrice, running towards the Arbour. 
For look where Beatrice like a lapwing runs 
Clofe by the ground to bear our conference. 

Vwf. 
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Urf The pleaiant'ft angling is to fee the fiih 
Cat with her golden oars the filver ftream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait $ 
Sq angle we- for Beatrice, who e'en now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture ; 
Fe^ar you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lofc nothing 
Of the falfe fweet bait that we lay for it.— - 
No truly, U r J u }*> *he*s too difiiainful, 
I know her fpirits are as coy and wild. 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urf, But are you fare 
That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intirely ? 

Herd. So fays the Prince, and my new-trothed Lord. 

Urf. And did they bid you tell her of it, Madam ? 

Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it j 
But I perfuaded them, if they Jov*d Benedick, 
To wifli him wraftle with affe&ion, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urf Why did you fo ? doth not the gentleman 
Defenre as full,' as fortunate a bed, v 

As ever Beatrice (hall couch upon ? 

Here, O God of love ! I know he doth deferve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder miff than that of Beatrice. 
DifiUin and fcorn ride fparkling in her eyes, 
Mif-prizing what they look on, and her wit 
Values it felf fo highly, that to her 
All matter elfe fcems weak j me cannot love, 
Nor take- no fhape nor project of affection* 
She is fo felf-indeared. 

Urf. Sure I think fo ; 
And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, left (he make fport at it. 

Htr«. Why, you fpeak truth. I never yet faw man, 
How wife, how noble, young, how rarely featufd, 
But me would fpell him backward j if fair-fte'd, 
She'd fwear the gentleman mould be her filler j 
If bl*ck, why, Nature, drawing of an antick> 

O 3 Mad© 
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Made a foul' Mot 5 if tall, a laurice ill-headed J 
If low, an aglet very vilely cut ; 
If fpcaking, why, a vane blown with all winds $ 
If filent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns (he every man the wrong fide out, 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth. 

Urf Sure, fure fuch carping is not commendable. 

Hero. No, for to be fo odd, and from all faihions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable. 
But who dare tell her fo ? if I mould fpeak, 
She'd mock me into air 5 O, me would laugh me 
Out of my feif, prefs me to death with wit t 
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire, 
Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly j 
It were a bitter death to die with mocks, 
Which is as bad as 'tis to die with tickling. 

Urf. Yet tell her of it ; hear what (he will fay. 

Hero. No, rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counfel him to fight againft his paffion. 
And truly 1*11 devife forte honeft (landers 
To ftain my coufin with j one doth not know 
How much an ill word may impoifon liking. 

Urf. O, do not do your coufin fuch a wrong. 
She cannot be fo much without true judgment, 
(Having fo fweet and excellent a wit, 
As (he is prized to have) as to retufe 
So rare a gentleman as Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Itafy, 
Always excepted my dear Clau&o. 

Urf. I pray you, be not angry with me, Madam, 
Speaking my fancy 5 Signior Benedick, 
For (hape, for bearing, argument and valour, 
poes fbremoft in report through holy. 

fiero. indeed he hath an excellent good name* 

Urf. His excellence did earn it ere he had it. 
When are yOu marry'd, Madam ? 

Hero. "Why, everyday, to-morrow: come, go in, 
|*U (hew thee (bme attires, and have thy counfel 
Which » the beft to fvrnim me to-morrow, 
' - Urf. 
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fa>/. Atfftftfcfl, t warrant you 5 we nave caught her* 
Madam. 

£fisro. If it prove fo, - then loving goes by haps 5 
Some CkpiA kill with arrows, Tome with traps. [Exeunt* 
Beatrice advances . 
Aa*. , What fire Is in mylars ? can this be true? 
Stand t condemned for pride and fcorn fo much f 
Contempt farewel, and maiden pride adieu 1 
No glory lives behind the back of fuch. 
Afld, Benedick, lovcon, I will requite thee, 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand i 
If thou doft love, my kindnefs (hall incite thee 

*f o bind our loves up in a holy band. 
Jtor others fay thou doft deferVe, and I 
Believe it better than reporting)^. T&cii. 

SCEIfE If. Leohatd*i Mbufe. 
Enter D<m Pedro, Claudio, Benedick and Leonato. " 
fedn. t d6 fctlt ftay 'till your marriage be confummato* 
and then I gp toward Arragon* 

thud. I'll bring jroti thither, my Lord, if you'll vouch- 
safe me. 

Pedrt. tfay, that' would be as great a foil in the hew 
; idols of your marriage, as to mew a child his new coat and 
! forbh him to wear it;. I will only be bold with Ben/dick for 
his company,' for from the crown of his head to the-fole of 
his foot he is all mirth} he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid' & 
bow-ftriqg, and the little hangman dare not (hoot at him $ 
fee hath a heart as found as a bell, and his tongue is the 
clapper ; for whit his heart thinks, his tongue (peaks. 
Bene. Gallarift, I am not as I have been. 
Lean. So fay I ; methinks you are fadder. 
Gaud; I hope he' is in love. 
• Pedrt. Hang him truant, there's no true drop of blood 
in him, to be truly touched with love j if he be fad, "he 
wants mony. 
Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 
Pedro. Draw it. 
Bene. Hang it. 

Gaud. You mud hang it firft, and draw k afterwards. 
Pedro. What ? figh tor the tooth-ach ! 
tm % Which is but a humour, or a worm. ***• 
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Bene. Well, every one can mafter a grief but be that 
Basit. 

Claud. Yet fay I he is in love* _ 

Pedro, There is no appearance of fancy in him, unlefi h 
be a fancy that he hath to ftrange difguifes, as to be a 
Dutch man to-day, a French man to-morrow a unlet* he 
have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is dq 
fool for fancy, as you would have it to appear he is. 

Ootid. If he be not in love with fome woman, there 2a 
no believing old figns j he brumes his hat a-mornings : what; 
mould that bode ? 

Pedro. Hath any man feen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been feen with 
him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already 
ftuft tennis-balls. 

Leon, Indeed he looks younger than he did by the loft of a 
beard. 

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet j can you (bell 
film out by that ? 

Claud. That's as much as to fay, the fweet youth's in 
love. 

Pedro. The greateft note of inis his melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wafh his face ? 

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himfelf? for the which I hear 
what they fay of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jelling fpirit, which is now crept 
into a lute-ftring, and now governed by flops— 

Pedro. Indeed that tells a heavy tale for him. Conclude* 
he is in love. 

Qaud, Nay, but I know who loveS him. 

Pedro. That would I know too : I warrant one that 
knows him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions, and in defpight of all, 
dies for him. 

Pedro. She fhallbe bury*d with her heels upwards.* 

Bent. Yet is this no charm for the tootb-acb. Old Se- 
nior, walk afide with me, I have ftudy'd eight or nine wife 

• TA«r /btuld h bwitd with thn'r ht*!t upwards WIS a proterttat 
Uy ng he ctofo c-n ule and apoiiedto I bole wt* kU JRtt With an r 
piece of fortune rcry furprizmg and very rare* 
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to fpeak to 70a which thefe hobby-horfes moft not 
hear. . ' [E&tmt. Bene, *»<* Leon. 

£>)esft>; rbr tay lift, to break with him about Beairtct. 

Cknxt. "Tisevenfo.* Hktf and Margate have by this 
fifty** ttisek para with thatrice, and then the two bean 
will not bite one another .when they meet. . 

& C 1 If £ HI. £^er Do* John. 

JfeAfr. ftty Lotti and brother, God fare ydu. 

pedro^ Good den, brother. 

3W*'. 'iryemr leifure ferv*d, I would fpeak with you. 

Pedro. In private ?. 

Jbfcfr.'ttitfleafeyoa; yet Count C&tt&fo may hear, for 
wfert I wonld fpeak of concerns him. 

Pedro. What's the matter ? 

John. Means toot Lordftip to be marry *d to-morrow ? 

Pofy* Yon know fc does. 

JfcftfY 1 know not that, when be knows whit I know. ~ 

C/W. If therd be any impediment, X pray yoo, dis- 
cover it. ' 

Job** Yon may think t love yen not, let that appear 
feeteaftfr, atchtim better at me by that I now will masi- 
left; for my brother, I think he holds you well; arid in 
deariifi or* heart hath help to efre£t your enfnhig marriage j 
foreJry; fait ill fpent, and labour ill Seftow'd. 

ifefo. Why, what's the matter ? 
* J#*. I tafc* Hither to tell you, and circutnffancee 
fcorWd, (forme hath been too long a talking of) the Lady 
isdifloyal. .. 

(3*4. Who? fferdt 

John. Even flie, Leonatc?* Hero, your £&«, every man** 

Ctaf. Dutbyal? 

JW«. The Word is too gooo 1 to paittt out her wickedhefs i 
I could fay fee were worfe f think yott of a worfe title, and 
I w!U fit net to it : wonder hot *till further warrant } go but 
with me to-hjght, yon mall fee her chamber- window eri- 
ttrdj even the hifjit before her wedding-day; if you love 
her then, ; to-morrow wed her j but it would better fit you* 
honour tochange your mind. ' * 
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Claud. May this be (of ■ 
Pedro. I will not think it. 

John. If you dare not truft that you fee, confefi not that 
you know ; if you will follow me, I will fltew^you enough $ 
and when you have feen more and heard more, proceed ac* 
cordingly. 

Claud. If I fee any thing to-night why I inouM not marry 
her to-morrow $ in the congregation where I mould wed, 
there will I Ihame her. 

Pedro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee to difgrace her. 

John. I will difparage her no farther, 'till you are my 
witneffes $ bear it coldly but "till night, and let the iffiie 
ihewitfelf. 

Pedro. O day untowardly turned I 

Claud. Omifchiefftrangely thwarting! 
1 John. O plague right well prevented 1 
So will you lay when you have feen the fequek [Exm*t. 
SCENE IV.' The Street. 
Enter Dogberry and Verge*, with the Watch. 

Dogb. Are you gopd men and true i 

Verg, Yea, or elfe it were pity but they mould iaflfev 
fetation, body and foul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punHhment too good for them, 
if they mould have any allegiance in them, beingchofen for 
the Prince's Watch. 

Verg % Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry. 

Dogb. Firft, who think you the' moft diiartlefr man t» 
be constable ? 

i Watch. Hugh Oatcake, Sir, 4>t Georgt Seacok j for 
they can write and read. - ♦ 

Dcgb. Come hither, neighbour Seacole : God hath bleA 
you with a good name j to be a well-fa vourM man tt^he gift 
of fortune, but jto write and read comes by nature. 

a, Watch. Both which, matfer conftable 

Dogb. You have : I knew it would be your anfwer. 
Well, for your favour, Sir, why, gjve God thanks, and* 
make no boaft of it ; and for your writing and reading, Set 
that appear when there is no need of fuch vanity : you are 
thought here to be the moft fenfeleij and fit man for the 

'Xtaftahle 
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ConftaMeof the Watch, therefore bear yon the lanthorn ; 
this n your charge % yoo Jhall comprehend all vagrom men, 
700 are to bid any Juan fond in the Pririce*s name. 

% Watch. How if he will not fond? 

Dog b. Why then take no note of him, but let him go, 
afnd prefently call the reft of the Watch together, and 
thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Vtrg. If he will not ftand when he Ss bidden, he is none 
cf the Prince*i fobjetls. 

Degb. True, aad they are to meddle with none but the 
Prince's fubjeas : you mall alfo make no noife in the 
ftreets j for, for the Watch to babble and talk,- is moft to- 
lerable, and not to be endur'd. 

a Watch, We will rather fleep than talk 5 we know 
what belongs to a Watch. 

Dogb. Why, you fpeak like an ancient and moft quiet 
Watchman, for I cannot fee how deeping ihould offend ; 
only have a care that your bills be not ftolen : well, you are 
to call at all the alehouies, and bid them that are drunk 
get them to bed. 

* Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then let them alone 'till they are fober ; if 
tliey make you not then the better anfwer, you may (ay 
they are not the men you took them for. 

% Watch. Well, Sir. 

Dtgb. If you meet a thief, you may fufpeft him by vir- 
tue of your office to be no true man.; and for fucb kind of 
men, the Ids you meddle or make with them, why, the 
more is for your honefty. 

% Watch, If we know him to be a thief, fhall we not lay 
hands on him? 

Dogb. Truly by your office yoo may 5 but I- think they 
that touch pitch will be defil'd : the moft peaceable way for 
you, if vou do take % thief, is to let him fhew himfelf 
*mat be is, and fteal out of your company. 

Vtrg . Vou have been always calPd a merciful man, part* 
aer. 

Dogb. Truly I would not hang a dog by my will, much 
more a nan who bath any honefty in him. 

I Vtrg. 
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Verg* If you hear a child cry in, the.n}gjM* yt*JB*4 
call to the nurfe and bid her (HJJ it. 

2 /%ft£. How if the nurfe be afleep, andr will net 
hear us ? * 

£«$£. Why then depart in peace, and, let the $hil4*#* 
her with crying : for the ewe that will nqt bear her Utfk 
when it baes, will never anfwer a calf when he bleat?, 

Verg*~ Tib very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge : wis, — ■ a ~ 1 - 1 - 
'" i j if yon 



are to piefent the Prince's own perfon j if you me£t tjbe 
Prince in the night, you may ftay him. 

Vcrg. Nay, birlady, that I think he cannot. 

Dogb, Five (hilling? to oneon't with any man that knows 
the Statues, he may ftay him i marry, not without tlje 
Prince be willing : for indeed the Watch ought to offend no. 
man $ and it is an offence to ftay a man againft his, wilL 

Verg. Birlady, I think it be Ho. 

Dogb* Ha, ha, ha! well, mafters, good night* an 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me | ceep 
your fellows' counfel and your own, and good night j come* 
neighbour. 

- 2 Watch. Well, mafters, we hear our charge ; lei at go 
fit here upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed* 

'Dogb, One word more, honeft neighbours. I pray you, 

watch about Signior Leonato?* door, for the wedcung being 

there to-morrow, there is a* great coil to-night 5 adieu ; 

bo vigilant, I befeech you. [Exeunt Dogb. and Verg» 

SCENE V. Enter Borachio and Conrade. 

Bora. What, Conrade! 

IVattb. Peace, ftir not. [dfidti 

Bora. Conrade, I fay. 

Conr. Here, man, 1 am at thy elbow. 

hbra. Mafs, and my elbow itch'd, J thought these 
would a fcab follow. 

Conr. I will owe thee an, anfwer for that* and now for- 
ward with thy tale. 

Bora . Stand thee clofe then under this pent-houfe, for it. 
drisJes rain, and 1 will, like a true drunkard, vi^er alfctn 
thee. 

Watch, Some treafon, maftjrs j yet ftand clofe. 
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• Sara. Therefore know, I have earned ei Don John* 
thoufand ducats, 

Qmr. Is it poffible that any ▼lHalny (bould be fo dear ? 
- Bora. Thou (houjd'ft father afk if it were poffible any 
-villainy (hould be fo' rich ? for when rich villains have need 
nf poor ones, poor ones may make what price they will. 

Conr* I wonder at it. 

Bora. That (hews thou art unconfirmed 5 thou knoweft 
jfaat the faihion of a doublet, or a hat/ or a cloak k nothing 

Cmr. Yes, it is apparel. 

ifora. I mean the faibioa. 

Cmr, Yes, the faihion is the raJhion. 

Bora. Tu(h, I may as well (ay the fool's the fool j but 
fteeft thou not what a deformed thief this faihion is ? 

JVatcb, I know that Deformed 5 he has been a vile thief 
thieieven years $ he goes up and down like a gentleman : I 
remember his name. 

Bora, Didft thou not hear fome body ? 

Conr. No, 'twas the vane on the houfe. 

Bora, Seeft thou not, I fay, what a deformed thief thia 
faihion is, how giddily he turns about all the hot-bloods be- 
tween fourteen and five and thirty, fometimes rationing 
them like Pbarao's folfliers in the reechy painting, fome* 
times like the God Bel* 9 priefts in the old church- win- 
dow, fometimes like the (haven Hercules* in the fmirch'd 
worm-eaten tapeftry, where his codpiece feems as majfie aa 
his club? 

Conr, All this I fee, and fee that the fafhion wears out 
more apparel than the man ; but art not thou thy felf giddy 
with the faflrion, that thou haft drifted out of thy tale into 
telling me of the faihion ? 

Bora. Not fo neither 5 but know that I have to-night 
wooed Margaret, the Lady Hero\ gentlewoman, by the 
name of Hero ; (he leans me out at her miftre&'s chamber* 
window, bids me a thoufand times good night— I tell this 
tale vilely— I (houid firft tell thee how the Prince, CI audio y 
•and my maftes planted and plac'd, and pofleflfcd by my 

• Mtming Sampfon* 
Vo*,. IX. P matter 
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mailer Don John, few fix off in the orchard this, amiable 
encounter. 

Qonr. And thought thy Margaret was Hero T 
tor a. Two of them did, the Prince and Oaudxo, but 
the devil my matter knew {he was Margaret ; and partly by 
his oaths which firft pofleft them, partly by the dark night 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villainy, which 
did confirm any fender that Doo J*bn had made, away went 
Claudio enraged, fwore he would meet hei as he was ap- 
pointed next morning at the temple, 'and there before the 
whole congregation name her with what he (aw o'er nigjbt, 
and fend her home again without a bufband. 

1 Watch, We charge you in the Prince's name ftandL 

2 Watch. Call up the right matter conftable, we have 
here recovered the moft dangerous piece of lechery that ever 
was known in the commonwealth. 

1 Watch. And One Deformed ia one of them $ I know 
him, he wears a lock. 

Conr. Matters, matters, ■ 

2 Watch, You'll be made bring Defined forfti, I var- 
iant you. 

. Q>nr. Matters,— 

x Watt h. Never fpeak, we charge y«u, let us obey yom 
to go with us. . 

bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being 
taken up of thefe mens bills. ■ 

Conr. A commodity in qiuttion, 1 warrant you : come, 
we'll obey you. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. l-eonato'i M*fi. 
E»tcr Hero, Margaret and Urfula. 

Htro. Good Urfula, waltc my couiin Beatrice, tod defile 
her to rile. 

Urf I will, Lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urf. Well. [£»«, 

Marg. Troth, I think your other rabato were better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, gcod Meg, V\\ wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it'a not h good, and 1 warrant 
your coufin will lay fo. 
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- Biro. My coufin's a fool, and thou art another. I'll 
Wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair 
Were a thought browner f and your gown's a moft rare 
fafliion, i' faith. I faw the Dutchels of Mian's gown 
that they praife fo. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay. 

Marg. By my troth) it's but a night- gown in refpeft of 
your* ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lac'd with filver» fet 
with pearls down-fleeves, fide-fleeves, and skirts round, 
underbora with a bleuifh tinfel j but for a fine, queint* 
graceful and excellent faihion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex* 
seeding heavy ! 

Marg. 'Twill be heavier foon by the weight of a man. 
, • Hero, Fie upon thee, art not aiham'd ? 

Marg. Of what, Lady ? of fpeaking honourably ? is not 
marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your Lord honoura- 
ble without marriage I I think you would have me fay 
(laving your reverence) a h^and. If bad thinking do not 
mxcfk tme (peaking, I'll ommd no body j is there any harm 
in the heavier for a hufband ? none I think, if it be the right 
huwand, and the right wife, otherwife 'tis light and not 
Jieavy j aik my Lady Beatrice clfe, here me comes* 
SCENE VII. Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow* cos. 

Beat. Good morrow, fweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now ? do you fpeak in the tick tune ? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into Light 0* lov$y that goes without a 
harden ; do you fing it, and I'll dance it» 

Beat. Yes, Light o* love with your heels 5 then, if your 
hulband have {tables enough, you'll look he wall lack no 
barns. 

Marg. O illegitimate conftru&ion | I (corn that with 
my heeh. 

Beat. 'Tis aknoft five a clock, coufin $ 'tis rime you 
were ready : by my troth, I an) exceeding ill } hey ho 1 

Marg; For a hawk, a horfe, or a huftand ? 

Beat, For the letter that bepns them all, H. . ". 
P % M*fJL* 
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Mar%, Well, if yon be not taint Turk, there Y no 
more failing by the ftar. 

Best. What means the fool, trow? 

Marg. Nothing J, but Ood fend every one their heart's 
•dire! 

Hero. Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are excellent 
perfume. 

But* Iamftuft, ooufin, I cannot fmelL 

Marg. A maid and ftuft ! there's a goodly retching of cold; 

Beat. O Ood help me, God help me, how long have you 
profeft apprehennon ? 

Marg. Ever fince yon left it ; doth not my wk become 
me rarely f 

Beat. It is not feen enough, you mould wear it in your 
tap* By my. troth, lam fick. 

Marg. Get you fame of this difbll'd Carduta BeaetSSha, 
tad lay it to your heart ; it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Here. There thou pnck'ft her with a thiAle. 

Beat. BeneSSm f why BenediSut f you hare fbme mo* 
tal in this Betutti&tu. afcw 

Marg, Moral? no, bymyrroth, I hare* no moral mean* 
log, I meant plain holy-thiftle $ you may think perchance 
that I think you are in fare 5 nay, birlady, I are not fucha 
fool to think what I lift j nor I lift not to think what lean, 
nor indeed. I cannot think, if I would think my heart out 
with thinking, that you are in lore, or that you will be in 
lore, or that you can be in lore t yet Benedick was loch 
another, and now is he become a man $ he fwore he would 
never marry, and yet now uvdefpight of his heart he eats 
his meat without grudging 5 and howyou may be converted 
I know not, but methmks you took with yout eyes as other 
women 00. 

Beat. Whatoacei* this that thy tongue keeps? 

Marg. Not a felfe gallop. 

JamrUrfula. 

Urf. Madam, withdraw $ the Prince, the Count, Siguier 
Benedick, Ded J*bn, and all the gallants of the town are 
cosne to fetch yon to church. • 

. Hero. Help to draft me, good con, good Meg, good 
\jTjw0* [J&xemtt. 

SCENE 
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scene vm. 

Enter Leonato, with pogberry and Verges. 

£*d*. What would you with me, boneit neighbour ? 

Zfcg4. Marry, Sir, I would have ibme confidence with 
yon that decerns you nearly. 

Ltom. Brief, I pray you, for you fee 'tis a bufy time wxtk 
«ne. 

bogb. Marry, this it is, Sir* 

Verg. Yes in truth it is, Sir. 

Leant What is it, my good friends ) 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, Sir, fpeaks a little of the mat- 
ter, an old man, Sir, and his wits are notfo blunt, as God 
help I would deure they were, but, in faith, as honeft an. 
the fkin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, i thank God, 1 am as honert as any man 
Jiving, that is an old man and no honefter than I. 

Dogb. Companions are odorous, patabras, neighbour 
Verge*. 

Lean. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleafes your Worihip to fay (o, but we are th« 
poor Duke's officers $ but truly for mine own part, if I 
were as tedious as a King, I could find in my heart to be* 
Aow it all of your Worihip. 

Leon, All thy tedioufhefs on me* ha ? ♦ 

Dogb. Yea, and twice a tboaJand times more than *tu, 
for I hear as good exclamation on your Worfliip aa of any 
man in the city j and tho* I be but a poor man, I am glad 
to hear it. 

Verg, * And fo am I. 

Leon, I would fain know what you have to &y. 

Verg. Marry, Sir, our Mfatch to-night, excepting your 
Worihip's prefence, hath ta*en a couple of as arrant knaves 
as any in Mejjina. 

Dogb. A good old man, Sir, he will be talking as they 
lay ; when the age is in, the wit is out, God help us, it is 
a world to fee: well faid, i' faith, neighbour Merges, well,, 
be*s a good man ; an two men ride an horfe, one muft ride 
behind ; an honeft foul, i* faith, Sir, by my troth he is, as 
ever broke bread, but God is to be worfhip'd j all men are 
■otalike, alas good neighbour 1 
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Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too ihort of yon. 

Dogb. Gifts that God gives. 

Leon. I muft leave you. 
' Dogb. One wo*d, Sir, our Watch have indeed cotnpre* 
bended two aafpicious perfons, and we would have them 
this morning examin'd before your Worihip. 

Leon. Take their examination your felf, and bring it mo J 
J am now in great hafte, astnay appear unto you. 

Dogb. It fliall be fuffigance. 

Leon. Drink fiwne wine ere you go • fare you well* 
Enter a Mejfenger. 

Mef. My Lord, they toy for you to gi?e your daughter* 
to her huiband. 

Leon. I'll wait upon them. I am ready. [Exit horn, 
' Dogb. Go, good partner, go get you to Fronds Seacole, 
bid him bring his pen and inkhom to the jail j we are now 
to examine thoiemen. 

Perg. And we muft do it wifely. 

Dogb. We will (pare for no wit, I warrant $ here's that 
AaU drive Come or them to a non-come. Only get the 
learned writer to fet down our exconimunicatkm, and meet 
me at the Jail. [Exetrnf. 

ACT tV. S C*XtZ »I. 
••>'-• A CBV RCH. 

Eftttr D. Pedro, D. John, Leonato, Friar, Claodio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice. 
'Leon. f^Otnt, friar Francis, be brief, only to the plain 
V»i form of marriage, and you fliall recount then- 
particular duties afterwards. 
Friar. You come hither, my Lord, to marry this Lady f 
Claud. No. 

Lien. To be marry'd to. her, Friar } you come to marry 
her. 
Trior. Lady you come hither to be marry'd to this Count ? 
Here. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impediment why 
you ftiouW not be conjoin'd, I chaise you on your fouk to 
utter it. 
Claud, Know you any, Btff 
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Hero. None, my Lord. • 

PV&en Know yon any, Count ? 

Zero. I dare make hit answer, none. 

Claud. O what men dare do I what men may do t whit 
men daily do 1 

Bene. How now! Iaterjec*ttons ? why then, feme he of 
laughing, as ha, ha, he ! 

Claud. Stand thee by, Friar : father, by your leave* • 
Will you with free and unconftrained foul 
Give me this maid your daughter f 

Leon, As freely, Ton, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whofe worth 
May coonterpoife this rich and precious gift ? 

Pedro. Nothing, unleft you render her again. 

Claud, Sweet Prince, you learn me oobk tbankfulneft \ 
There, Leonato, take her back again t 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend. 
She's but the fign and femblance of her honour t 
Behold how like a maid Ac bluthes here ! 

O, what authority and (hew of truth I 

Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal ! ! 

Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence, \ 

To witnefe fimple virtue ? would you not fwetjy 
All you that fee her, that (he were a maid, , 

By thcfe exterior (hews f but (he is none % j 

She knows the heat of a luiurious bed j I 

Her bluth is guilcinefc not modefry. 

Leon, What do you mean, my Lord f 

Claud. Not to be marry'd, * * 

Not knit my foul to an approved Wanton, 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you in your own approof 
Have vanquhVd the refiftance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity — - 

Claud. I know what you would fay : if I have known her* 
You'll (ay, me did embrace me as a hoiband, 
And fo extenuate the forehand fin. 
No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large 5 
Bat, as a brother to his fitter, fbew'd 
Baihrol fincerity, and comely love. 
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Hero. And feem'd I ever otherwife to y*u } 

Claud. Out on thy feemtng! I will write againft k | 
You feem'd to roe as Diem in her orb, 
At ch*fte as is the bod ere it be blown J 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
71mA V<mm 9 or thofe pamperM animal* 
That rage in favage fenfuahty. \ 

/Jr». Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ? 

£mv. Sweet Prince, why fpeak not you,? 

Pedro. What mould I fpeak? 
I ftand difhonourM, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common Stale. 

Leon, Are thefe things fpoken, or do I but dream ? 

John. Sir, they are fpoken, and thefe things are true* 

Bene, This looks not .-like a nuptial. 

Hero. True! O God ! 

Claud. LeonatOy ftand J here ? 
Is this the prince ? Is this the Prince's brother ? 
Is this face Hero's ? are our eyes our own ? 

Leon, All this is fo j but what of this, my Lord ? 

Claud. Let me but move one queftion to your daughter, 
And by that fatherly and- kindly power 
That you have in her* bid hex anfwer truly, 

Leon. I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child. 

Hero. O God defend me, how am I befet 1 ' 
What kind of catechizing call you this ? 

Leon. To make you anfwer truly to your name* 

Hero. It it not Hero f who can blot that name 
With any juft reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero 5 
Hero her felf can blot out Btri% virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yeftemight 
Out at your window betwixt twelve and one 1 
^Tow it you are a maid anfwer to this. 

Hero, I talk'd with no man at that hour, my Lord. 

Pedro. Why then you are no maiden. Leonato, 
I am forry you muft hear ; upon mine honour, 
My felf, my brother, and this grieved Count 
Did fee her, hear her, at that hour laft night 
Talk with a ruffian at her. chamber- window, 
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Who hath, Indeed fike an illiberal villain, 
Confefi'd the vile cnooonters they hare had 
A thousand timet in fecret. 

John. Fie, they ate 
Not to be nam'd, my Lord, net to be fpokeft of ; 
There is not chaftity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them : thus, pretty Lady, 
I am forry for thy much nuTgovernment. 

Claud. O Hero, what a Hero hadft thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been p lac'd 
About the thoughts and cotmfefe of thy heart ! 
But fare thee well, moft foul, moft fair ! farewel; 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity 1 
For thee 1*11 lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eyelids fhall conjecture hang, 
To turn aU beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never flull it more be gracious* 
Leon. Hath no man's dagger here t point for me? 

riiero ywWHfa 
Stat. "Why, how now, coufio, wherefore fink you dawn? 
John. Come, let us go 5 theft things come thus to light 
Srnothef her fpirics up. \E*e. D. Pedro, D.John **f Claud* 
SCENE n, 
Sent. How doth the Lady? - 

. Boat. Dead I think j help, uncle. *\ 

Hero! why, Hero! uncle! Signfer Bene&tk t Frist! 

Lew. O fate ! take not away thy heavy hand j 
Death is the faireft cover for her flume, 
That may be wiuVd for; 

Beat. How now, coufmHerof 
Friar. Have comfort, Lady. 
Leon. Doft thou look up ? 
Friar. Yea, wherefore fltouM fhe not ?. 
Leon. Wherefore ? why doth not every earthly thing - 
Cry fhame upon 1 her ? couw fhe here deny 
The ftory that is printed in her blood? 
Do not live, Hero, do not ope thine eyes t 
For did I think thou wouldft not Quickly die, 
Thought I thy fpirits were ftrbnger than thy mames, 
My fejf would on the rtreward of reproaches 
~ 4 Strike 
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Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature's hand ? 

I've one too much by theei Why had I one ? 

Why ever waft thou lovely in my eyes ? 

Why had .not I, whh charitable hand, 

Took up a beggar's iffue at my gates ? 

Who fmeered thus, and mir'd with infamy, 

I might have faid, no part of it is mine, 

This fliame derives it felf from unknown lasts ? 

But mine, and mine I lov*d, and mine I prais'd, 

And mine that I was proud on, mine fo much, 

That I my felf was to my felf not mine, . . 

Valuing of her ; why, (he, Oh! (he ifl fell's 

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fca 

Hath drops too few to warn, her clean again, 

And fait too little which may feafoo givt 

To her foul tainted fle(h. . 

Bent. Sir, Sir, be patient { 
For my part, I am fo attir'd in wonder, 
i know not what to fay, m 

Beat. O, on my foal, my coufin is bely'd. 

Bent. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft night ? - 

Beat. No truly, not 5 altho' until laft night 
1 have this twelvemonths been her bedfellow. 

1*0*. Con&Wd, caxBrm'd ! O. that is ftrongei tn*de> 
Which was before barr'd up with nbs,of iron. 
Would the Prince lie ? and ClauSo would he lie, 
Who lov*d her fo, that fpeaking of her foulneis, t 
Wafli'd it with tears > hence from her, let her die* 

Friar. Hear me a little, 
For I have only been filent fo long, . 
And given way unto this courfe of fortune, 
By noting of the lady. I have mark'4 
A thousand bluihing apparitions 
To'ftart into her face, a thoufand innocent flume* 
Jo angel whitenefs hear away thofe bluwesj 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire 
To burn the errors that thefe Princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Call me a fool, 
Truft not my reading, not my ohfcrotieo, 

■ WKcb 
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Which with experimental feal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book ; truft not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this fweet Lady lye not guiltleja here 
Under (bane biting error. 

Leon. It cannot be $ 
Thou fecit that all the grace that flic hath left, 
Is, that (he will not add to her damnation 
A fin of perjury j Ae not denies it t 
Why feek'ft thou, then to cover with excufe 
That which appear* in proper nakedneft ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of ? 
Hero. They know that do accufe mc, I know nones 
If I know more of any man alive 

Than that which maiden modefty doth warrant, 

Let all my. fins lack mercy 1 O my father, 

Prove you that any man with me conversed 

At hours unmeet, or that I yefternight 

Matntain'd the change of words with any creature, 

Refufe me, hate me, torture me to death. 

friar. There is fomc ftrange mifpiifion in the Princes* 
Bene, Two of them have the very bent of honour, 

And if their wifdoms be mif-led io this, 

The practice of it lives in John the baftard, 

Whole fpirits toil in frame of villainies. 

Leon. I know not : if they fpeak but truth of her, , 

Thefc hands ihall tear her 5 if they wrong her honour, 

The proudeft of them mall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet fo dry*d this blood of mine, 

Nor age fo eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means, 

Nor my bad life 'reft me fo much of friends, 

But they {hall find awak'd in fuch a kind, 

Both ftrength of limb, and policy o£ mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 
Fritr. Paufe a while, 

And let my counfel fway you in this cafe. 

Your daughter here the Princes left for dead } 

let her a while be fecxetly kept in, 
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And publlfh it that the is dead indeed t 
Maintain a mourning eftentatkm, 
And on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful Epitaphs, and do all ritet 
That appertain unto a burial. 

Z*n. What (hall become of this ? what will this do t 
Friar, l^any, thia well carr/d, (hall on her behalf 
Change (lander to remetfe j that it feme good : 
But not for that dream 1 on this ftrange courfe, 
But on this travel look for greater birth: 
She dying, as it muft be fo maintained, 
Upon the inftant that ihe was accus'd, 
ShaH be lamented, pityM, and eacus'd, 
Of every hearer : for it fo falls out, 
That what we have we priae not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it 5 but being lack'd and loft, 
Why then we rack the value, then we find 
The virtue that pofleffion would not mew us 
Whilft it was ours j fo will it fare with CUm£§ 1 
When he /hall hear (he dy'd upon his words, 
Tb' idea of her love flull fweetly creep 
Into his ftttdy of imagination, 
And every lovely organ of her life 
Shall come appareTd in more precious habit J 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 
Into the eye and profpea of his foul, 

Than when we hVd indeed. Then JhaU he mourn, 

If ever love had intereft in his liver, 

And wifli he had not fo accufed her ; 

No, tho* he thought his accufeition true : 

Let this be fo, and doubt not but fuccefs 

Will rafliion tjie event in better jhape 

Than 1 can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levelFd falfe, 

The fuppofition of. the Lady's death 

Will quench the wonder o£ her infamy. 

And if it fort not well, you may conceal her, 

As beft befits her .wounded reputation, 

In fome redufive and religious life, 

Out of all eyes, tongue*, minds, and injuricSt 

Stuff 
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Bene. $ignior Leonato, let the Friar advife you : 
And tho* you know my inwardnefs and love 
I« very much unto the Prince and Claudio, 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As fecretly and juftly, as your foul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that 1 How 
In grief, alas ! the imalleft twine may lead me. 

friar, 'Tis well confented, prefentiy away, 

For to ftrange fores, ftrangely they ftrain the cure* 
Come, Lady, die to live ; this wedding-day 

Perhaps is but prqlong'd : have patience and endure. • 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. Manent Benedick and Beatrice. 

Bent, tody Beatrice, have you wept all this while? 

Seat* Yea, and 1 will weep a while longer.. 

Bene. I will not defire that. 

JBeat. You have noreafon, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely I do believe jour fair coufin is wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man defcrve of me- 
that would right her ! 

Bene, Is there any way to ihew fuch friendihip ? 

Best* A very even way, but no fuch friend. 

Bene, May a man do it^? 

Beat, It is a man's office, but not yours* 

B*ne. I do love nothing in the world fo well as you j is 
not that ftrange? 

Beat. As ftrange as the thing I know not $ it were as 
joffible for me to bf, I loved nothing fo well as you J but 
believe me not j and yet I lie not ; I confefs nothing, nor 
I deny nothing. I am forry for my coufin. 

Bene. By my iwo*d, Beatrice, thou lov* ft me. 
. Beat. Do not fwear by it and-eat it. 

Bene. I will fwear by it that you love mt \ and I wUJ 
make him eat it that fays I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat yqur word ? 

Bene. With no fauce that can be devis'd to .it $ I pro* 
toft I love thee. 

Beat, Why then God forgive me. 

Bene. What offence, fwwt Beatrice f 
.Vol. II. <L BtaU 
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Beat. You have fbyM me in a happy hour j I was about 
to proteft I lov'd you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with fo much of my heart, that none 
is left to proteft. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill (Maudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny ; rartwd. 

Bene. Tarry, fwect Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, tho' I am here ; there is no love in 
you ; nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice! 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends firft. 

Beat. You -dare eafier be friends with me, than fight 
with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Qaudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. It he not approved in the height a villain, that 
hath flander'd, fcorn*d, dishonour' d my kinfwoman ? O that 
I were a man ! what, bear her in hand until they come to 
take hands, and then with publick accufation, uncover *d 
(lander, unmitigated rancour — O God, that I were- a 
man ! I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 
1 Beat^ Talk with a man out at a window ? ■■ a proper 
faying I 

*Bene. Nay but, Beatrice! 

■ Beat. Sweet Ken / fhe is wrong'd, we is flander'd, (he 
is undone. 

Bene. But 

Beat. Princes and Counts ! furely a princely teftimoay, 
a goodly count- comfecl, a fweet gallant furery ! O that I 
were a man for his fake ! or that I had any friend would 
be a man for myfake ! but manhood is melted into cour- 
tefies, valour into compliment, and men are only turtTd 
into tongues, and trim ones too j he is now as valiant as ' 
Hercuiet, that only tells a lie, and fwears it j I cannot be 
a m*n with wifhing, therefore I will die a woman with J 
grieving. j 

BntA 
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Bent. Tarry, good Beatrice ; by this hand, Move thee. 

Beat, Ufe it for my love fomc other way than fwearing 
by it. 

Bene, Think you in your foul the Count Gaudio hath 
wrong'd Hero? 

Beat. Yea, as fure as f have a thought or a foul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engag'd, 1 will challenge him. I 
will kifs your hand, and fo leave you 5 by this hand, 
Claudio (hall render me dear account 5 as you hear of me, 
fo think of me ; go comfort your coufin, I moft fay flie is 
dead, and fo farewel. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. APrifrn. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade* the Town* 

Clerk and Sexton in Gowns. 

To, CI. h our whole aiTembly appear'd ? 

Dogb. O, a (tool and cufhion for the Sexton ! ' 

Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Verg. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Dogb. Nay, that's certain, we have the exhibition to 
examine. 

Sexton. Bat which are the offenders that are to be ex- 
amined ? let them come before matter conftable. 

To, Cls f Vea mirry, let them come before me j what is 
your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. * 

- To, CI. Pfcay write down 2?oraa&/D k ; Yours, Sirrah? 

Conr. I am a gentleman, Sir, and my name is Comrade, i 

To. CI. Write down matter gentleman Conrade ; matters, 
* do you ferve God ? 

Bttb. Yea, Sir, we hope. 

T§. CI. Writedown that they hope they ferve God : andr 
write God 6rft j for God defend but God fliould go before 
fuch vilitins* — —Matters, it is proved already that you 
are little better than falfe knaves, and it will go near to be 
thought fo ihortly j howanfwer you for your felves ? 

Conr. Marry, Sir; we iay we are none. 

To. Ct. A marvellous witty fellow I aflure you, but I 
wiH go dbout. with him. Come you hither, Sirrah, a word 
in your ear, Sir ; 1 fay to you, it is thought you are falfe. 

knaves. 

Qji Bora. 
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Bora. Sir, I fay to you, we are none. 
To. CI. Wei), ftand afide ; 'fore God they are both in a 
tale ; have you writ down that they are none. 

Sexton. Matter Town-clerk, you go not the way to ex- 
amine, you muft call the watch that are their accuiers. 

To. CI. Yea marry, that's the derteft way, let the 
Watch come forth 5 mafters, I charge you in the Prince's 
name accufe thefe men* 

Enter Watchmen. 
1 Watch. This man faid, Sir, that Don John the Prince's 
brother was a villain. 

To. Q. Write down, Prince John a villain 5 why, this 
is flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother villain. ' 
Bora. Mafter Town- clerk ! 

To. CI. Pray thee, fellow, peace; I do not Vkt thy 
look, I promife thee. 

Sexton, What heard you him fay elfe ? 
7. JVatcb. Marry, that he had receivM a theufsnd ducats 
of Don John, for aceufing the Lady Hero wxongfaUy* 

To. CI. FUt burglary as ever was committed. 
* Dogb. Yea, by th'Mafe, that it is. 

Sexton. What elfe, fellow? 
1 1 Watch. And that Count Claudia did mean, upon his 
words, to difgrace Hero before the whole aflembly, and not 
marry her. 

To. CI. O villain! thou wOt be condemn** into ever- 
lafting redemption fbr' tb&» - 
Sexton. What elfe? - 

* Watch. This is all. ' * 

Sexton. And this is more, matters, than yon can defty. 
Prince John is this morning fecretly ftol'n away : Hex* 
was in this manner* accus\i, in this very manneY refus'd, 
and upon the grief of this ftiddenly dy^. Iff after Con- 
ftable, let thefe men be bound and brought to Ltonato ; I 
will go before, and /hew him their examination* [E*k* 
, Dogb. Come, let'them be opfcrion*d. * * 

Conn Let us be in the hands of Coxcomb. 
D6gb. God's my life, whereas theScXtofl? ifct him 
Write down the Prince's dffi&tCoxcbmb^cQmcy bind them, - 
thou naughty varlet I 
" " ' - Cwr. 
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Conr. Away ! you are an aft, you are an afs. ' 
Dogb. Doft thou not fofpecl my place ? doft thou not 
fufpedt my yean ? O that he were here to writ me down 
an afs ! but, matters, remember that I am an afc, though 
h be not written down, yet forget not that I am an afs ; 
no, thou villain, thou art fall of piety, as mall be prov'd 
upon thee by good witaefs j I am a wife fellow, and which 
is more, an officer ; and which is moqe, an houfhoulder j and 
which is more, as pretty a piece of flefli as any in Meffiua, and 
one th3t knows the law, go to, and a rich fellow enough, 
go to, and a fellow that hath had Jofles, and one that Hath 
two gowns, and every thing handfome about him ; bring 
him away ; O that I had been writ down an afs ! [Extunt. 

A C T V. SCE'NE I, 
Before LBonato*s Honfi. Enter Leonato and Antonio, 

Ant, I F you go on thus, you will kill your felf, 
J. And Ms not wifdom thus to fecond grief 

Againft your felf. 
Leon. I pray thee, ceafe thy counfel. 

Which falls into mine ears as prorltlefs 

Aa water in a fieve j give not me counfel, 

Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 

But fuch a one whofc wrongs do fuite with mine ; 

Bring me a father that (b lov'd his child, 

Whofe joy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 
And bid htm fpeak to me of patience ; 
Jtfeafore his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfwer every ftrain for ftrain : 
As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch, 
In every lineament, branch, fhape and form ; 
If fuch a one will fmile and ftroke his beard, 
And forrow waive, cry hem, when he mould groan, 
Patch grief with proverbs, majte misfortune drunk 
With candle* wafters j bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no fuch man 5 for, brother, men 
Can counfel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they tbemfelves not feel j but tafting it, 
Their coanfsl turns to parTwn, which before . , , 

Qt Would 
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Would give precepdal medicine to rage, 
fetter ftrong *nadnefs in. a filken thncad , 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words. 
-No, no, 'tis all mens office to fpeak patience . 
Tothofe that wring under the load of foitow j. 
•Bat no man's virttie nor fufliciency 
To be (o moral, when he (hall endure 
The like himfelf ; therefore give me no couniel, 
'My -griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant, Therein do men from children nothing differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace \ I will be fleih and blood f 
For there was never yet philofopher, 
■That could endure the tooth-ach patiently 5 
However they have writ the ftyle of Gods, 
And made a piih at chance and fufferance. 
• Ant. Vet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf. 
Make thofe that do offend you fufler too. 

Leon, There thou fpeak'ft reafon j nay, I will do (6. 
My foul doth tell me Hero is bely'd, 
And that fhall Qaudio know, fo ihall the Prince, 
And all of them that thus difhonoar her. 

SCENE II. Enter Don Pedro and Claadio. 

Ant, Here comes the Prince and Claudio haftly. 

Pedro, Good den, good den. 

Claud, Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my Lords ? 

Pedro, We have Com* hafte, Leonato, 

Leon. Some hafte, my Lord ! well, tare you well, my 
Lord. 
Are you fo hafty now ? well, all is one. 

Pedro, Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 

Ant, If he could right himfelf with quarrelling, 
Seme of us would lye low* • 
' Claud. Who wrongeth him ? g 

Leon, Marry, Aoudoft wrong me, thou di&mbler thou! ' 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy fword, ( 

I fear thee not. 

Gaud. Marry, befcrew my hand, 
If it fliould give your age fuch caufe of fear; 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my fword. 
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Leon. Tuih, tufli, man, neyer fleer and jeft at «*j 
I (peak not like a dotard nor a fool. 
As under privilege of age to brag 
What I have done, beuigyoung, or what would do,. 
Were I not old,: know, Qoudio, to thy head, 
Thou haft (b wrongM my « innocent child and me, 
That I am fbrc'd to lay my reverence by,. 
And with grey hairs and bruife of many days 
Po challenge thee to tryal of a man j 
I fay, thou haft bely'dmy innocent child. 
Thy (lander hath gone through and through her heart. 
And (he lyes bury*d with her anceftors, 
O, in a tomb where never (candal (lept, 
Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villainy! 

Ootid, My villainy? 

Leon. Thine, Cloudio, thine I fay. 

Pedro, You fay not right, old man. 

' Leon* My fjord, my Lord, . ^ 

ril prove it on his body if he dare 5 
Qefpight his nice fence and his active prance, , 

His Men of youth and bloom of luftyhood. 

Chad. Away, I will not have to do with yon. 

Leon, Canft thou fb daffe me ? thou haft kilTd my child j 
If thou kilTftme, boy, thou (halt kill a man. 

Ant. He (hall kill two of us, and men indeed j 
But that's no matter, let him kill one firft ; 
Win me and wear aae, let him anifwer me 5 
Come, follow me, boy, come, bpy, follow me, 
Sir boy, 1*11 whip you from your Joining fence j 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon, Brother 1 

Ant, Content your felf j God knows I lov'd my ncice. 
And (he is dead, flander'd to death by villains. 
That dare as well anfrer a man indeed, 
As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue. 
Boys, apes, jacks, braggarts, milkfbps! 

Leon. Brother Anthony I 

Ant, Hold you content ? what, man ? I know them,yev 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcraple 1 
Scambling, out-facing, fafhion-mongring boys, 

That 
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That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and fonder, 
Go antickly, and mow an outward hidcoufnefs, 
And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they ttright hurt their enemies if they durftj 
And this is all. 

Leon. "But, brother Anthony I 
Ant. Come, *tis no matter, 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not rack your patience. 
My heart is forry for your daughters death 5 
But; on my horiour, me was charged with nothing 
But what was true, and very foil of proof. 
Leon. My Lord, my lord — — 
Pedro. I will not hear you.- 
Leon. No ! 
Come, brother, away, I will be heard. 

Ant. Andfliall, • 
Or fome of us will fmart for it. \ Exeunt anboi 

SCENE III. Enter Benedick. 
Pedro. See, fee, here comes the man we went to feek, 
Claud. Now, Signior, what news ? 
Rene. -Good day, my Lord. 
< Pedro'. Welcome, Signior ; you are almoft come to part 
almoft a fray. 

Claud. We had like to- have had our two nofes fnapfc off 
with two old men without teeth. 

Pedro. Leonato and his brother 5 what think*ft thou ? bad 
we fought^ I doubt we mould have been too young for them. 
Bene . 3n a falfe quarrel there is no true valour : J came 
to fetk you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to feek thee 5 for we 
are high proof melancholy, and would fain have it beaten 
away : wilt thou ufe thy wit f 

Bene. It is in my fcabbard ;• mall I draw h ? 
Pedro. Doft thou wear thy wit by thy fide ? 
Claud. Never any did (6, though very many have been 
bf fide their wit, I will bid thee draw, as we do the min- 
erals ; draw to pleafure us. 

Pedro. As I am an honeft man he looks pale : art thou 
flexor angry f 

Veu<L 
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C3W- What I courage, mans what tho' ate fciii'4 a 
cat, thou haft mettle enough in thee to kill caret 

Beat. Sir, I /ball meet your wft in the career, if you 
charge it againft me. I pray you chufc another /ubject 

Claud. Kay, then give him another ftaffj this laft was 
broke cro/s. 

Pedro; By this light, he changes mote and more: I 
think he he angry indeed. 

Gaud, Jf he be, he know* how to torn his girdle. 

Be**. Shall I {peak a word in your, ear? 

Gaud. God bleu me from a challenge I 

Bene. You are a villain-* I jeft not I will make it 
food how you dare, with what you dare, and whan you 
4ue. Do me right, or I will prottft your cewardifc. You 
have kill'd a fweet Lady, and her death /hall rail heavy" on 
y*u. let me hear 60m $oja* 

C&w/. Well, I will meet you, fo I may have good cheer. 

Pedro . What, a feaft* • 

CW. rtaith, I thank him, he hath bid me to ^ calves- 
head and a capon, the which if: Ido not carvemoAcuri- 
oufly, fay my knife's naught. Shall I not find a wooeV 
cock too? 

Bent. Sir, your wit ambles well, jt goes ea%. ■ 
, Pedro. 1*41 tell tfcee hem Beatrice prais'd thy wit the 
other day : I (aid thou hadfi a fine wit j right, feys /fee; ay. 
fine little one 5 no, (aid I, a \great wit 5 juft, laid /he, a 
great eabla one $ nay, laid I, a good wit j • jaft, 4kid flat, 
it hurts no body j nay, iaid : J* the gentleman is wife 5 
certain, iaid /be, a wife gentleman a nay, faid I, he hata : 
the tongues \ that I believe, iaid (he, for he fwore a thins;; 
to me on Monday night wjuch he fbrfwore on T$efilay 
morning; there's a double tongue, there's two tongues*. 
Thus did /be an hour together tranf-ihape thy particular 
virtues, yet at la/l me concluded with a figh, thou waft the 
preperefl man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which me wept heartily, and iaid /he 
car'd not. 

Pedro. Yea, that me did $ but yet for all that, an if /he ; 
did not hate him deadly/ /he would love him dearly $ the. 
o|d man's daughter told us aJL 

^ Claud. 
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Claud. All, all; *** moreover, God fa* tim «**• *>* 
nvat bid in the garden* 

: iWr* But when (hall we fet the ialrage bull's horns on 
the kMc Benedick** head? 

. 42i«w/. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells Benedick 
the married man. m 

Bent. Fare you well, boy, you know my mmd 5 I will 
leave you now to your goffip-like humour $ you break jcfts 
as braggarts do their blades, which, pod be thank'd, hurt 
not. My Lord, for your many courtefies I thank you $ I 
muft difcontinue your company 5 your brother the bjftard 
is fled from Mtffttta j you have among you killed a fweet 
and innocent Lady. For my Lord latk-beard there, he ant 
I (hall meet, and 'till then peace be with him ! [£*. Bene, 

Pafro, He is in earneft. 

Gaud. In moft profound earneft, and, I U warrant yon* 
fc»t6eloveofJte»W«. - 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee ? 

- Claud. Moll fincerely. 

• Padro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 900 is 
hit doublet and hofe, and leaveaoff hit wit ! 

Gaud. He is then a giant to an ape, but then is an ape 
a do£or to &ch a man. J • 

- PedrV. Bdt foft you, let nie fee, pluck up my heart 
andbefad; did he not fey my brother was fled? 

:; t . . S C E N E-IV, 

JB*t'er ftogbetry, Verge!,' Conrade a*d Borachio guardti. 

Dogb. Come you, Siry if juftice cannot tame you, Ae 
(hall ne'er weigh more ieafons in her balance 5 nay, if yea 
be a turfing hypocrite onte, 'you muft be look'd to. 

Pedro. How now, two of my brother'* men bound > Bo* 
rectrio one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their oflfenca, my lord. 

Pedro; Office**, what offdwfc haw thefe men done ? 

Dogb. Marry, Sir, they have committed ralfe report, j 
moreover they hive fpoken untruths 5 fecondarUy, they are 
flanders ; fixth and laftly, they have bely'd a Lady $ third* | 
ly, they have verify' d unjuft things j and to conclude, they 
are ly tfif knaves* 

Pedro. Firft, I aik thee what they have done j thirdly, 

1 
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alfc thee what's their offence j fixth and laflly, why they 
committed; and to conclude, what yon lay to theif 
charge ? 

Claud. Rightly reafon'd, and in his own divifion; and 
%y my troth, there's one meaning well Anted. 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, matters, that you are 
thus bound to your anfwer ? This learned Conftable is too 
cunning to be underfiood. What's your offence ? 

Bora. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine an- 
fwer j do you hear me, and let this Count kill me : I have 
deceiv'd even your very eyes 5 what your wifdoms couki 
not difcover, thefe mallow fools have brought to light, who 
in the night overheard me eonfefTmg to this man, how Don 
John your brother incens'd me to flander the Lady Hero, 
bow you were brought into the orchard, and faw me court 
Margaret in Hero** garments, how you difgrae'd her when 
,you mould marry her ; my villainy they have upon record, 
which I had rather feal with my death, than repeat over to 
my flume 5 the Lady is dead upon mine and my matter '• 
fsife accufation } and briefly, 1 defire nothing but the re- 
ward of a villain. 

Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through yout Wood ? 
Claud. I have drunk poifon while he utterM it. 
Pedro. But did my brother fet thee on to this ? 
Bora. Yea, paid me richly for the practice of it. 
Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of treachery, 
And fled he is upon this villainy. 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image loth appear 
In the rare femblance that I lov'd it nrft. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs, by this time our 
Sexton hath refbrm'd Signior Leonato of the matter 5 and, 
matters, do net forget to fpecirie, when time and place 
ihall ferve, that I am an afs. 

Verg. Here, here comes matter Signior Leonato , and the 
Sexton too. 

SCENE V. Enter Leonato, and Sexton. 
Leon; Which is the villain ? let me fee his eyes, 
That when I note another man like him', 
I may avoid him j which of thefe is he } 

Bora. If you* would know your wronger, look on me. • 

Leon, 
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Leon, Art thou, art thou the Have that with thy IvoMfe 
Haft kill*d mine innocent child ? 

Bora . Even I alone. 

Leon. No, not (a x villain, thou bely'ft thy felf j 
Here ftand a pair of honourable men, 
A third is fled, that had a hand in it : 
I thank you, Princes, for my daughter's death $ 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds, 
* Twas bravely done, if yon bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience. 
Yet I mull fpeak : chufe your revenge your feif 9 
Expofe rue to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my fin $ yet finn'd I no$, 
But in mifhking, ' 

Pedro. By my foul, nor I j 
And yet to fatisfie this good old man, 
X would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoyn me to. 

Leon, You cannot bid my daughter live again. 
That were impomole ; but I pray you both, 
Poflefe the people in Me/Jina here 
How innocent (he dy'd $ and if your love 
Can labour ought in (ad invention, 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And ling it to her bones, £ng it to-nigfc : 
To-morrow morning come you to my houie, 
And fince you could not be my fon-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew ; my brother hath a daughter 
Almoft the copy of my child that's dead, 
And (he alone is heir to both of us, 
Give her the right yon (fcouid have given her covujb* 
And fo dies my revenge. 

Oattd. O noble Sir! 
Your over-kindne6 doth wring tears from me 4 
I do embrace your offer, and difpofe 
For henceforth of poor GamHe. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will expe& your coming, 
To-night 1 take my leave. This naughty ««i 
Shall face to face be brought to MargOMet, 
Who, I before, wMjja^'daaJirJaiwiwg. 

HW 
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3&r*d 'to it by your brother. 

Bar*. No, by my foul, £he was riot 5 
"No* knew not what me did when, fhe {poke to me. ' 
Bat always hath been juft and virtuous, 
la any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, Sir, which indeed is not under white, 
and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did call me' 
afi { I befeech you, let it be remembred in his punish- 
ment x and ilfo the. Watch heard them talk of one Dt- 
finmlt they (ay he wears a key in his ear, and' a lock 
hanging by it, and borrows mony in God's name, the 
which he hath us'd fo long, and never paid, that now men 
grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing for God's lake, 
Pnvy you examine him upon that point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains. 

Dogb. Your worfhip fpeaks like a moft thankful and 
reverend youth ; and I praife God for you* 

Leon, There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. Oodfave the foundation I 

Leon.* Go, I dtfeharge thee of thy prifoner ; and I thank 
thee. 

Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your ^Vorfhip, which 
I befeech your Worflup to correct your felf, for the ex- 
ample of others. God keep your Worfhip j I wifh your 
Worfhip well : God reftore you to health ; I humbly give 
yon leave to depart 5 . and if a merry meeting may be wtth'd, 
God prohibit it. Come, neighbour. [Exeunt* 

Lin. Until to-morrow morning, Lords, farewel. 

Ant. Farewel, my Lords, we look for you to-morrow* 

Pedro. We will not rail. 

Garni. To-night I*U mourn with Hero. 

Leon. Bring you thefe fellows on,we'U talk wkhMargaret, 
Sam her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 

[Exeunt fn/crafy. 
SCENE VI. Leonato'i Hmfi* 
Enter Benedick and Margaret. 

Sent. Pray thee, fweet miftrefs Margaret, deferve welf 
at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech ot' Beatrice. 

Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet in. praife of my 
beauty? 

■Y9S.. II. R *«** 
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Bene. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret, thit nr***iy&4f 
ihaJl come over it 5 for in moftcdmely truth tbo* d«fenrs*ttt« 

Marg.fo hare no mm come over me ? wfcy, mail I 
always keep above flail* ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound'* mouth, a& 
catches. 

Mkrg. And yours as bhnt : a»theftncer*aibi^ *bfcir 
hit, bo< hurt not. -• l c 

A**. Amoftmanly wit, j)£irgantf,i it wUI fiot butter 
Wonton: and ^ 1 pray thee, C& Beatrice $ f givt tiM 1 
the bucklers. * ■ : : '.*'• 

* iffrift, Orve ustbe rwordsj wefcavelucklertfW ourbwtl^ 

* lfrw. If you nfethem, 1 Margaret, yo* mo&pbtfihifaei 
pikes with a vice, and they are* dangetotttweapMB io p muwsbU 

%. Well, I wiS call Beatrice toy&u, who/ 1 (Male, 
hathfcgj. ' : [£«tffcfatg»a*t. 

£*«. Andtherefbrefwaitbme. [&£*«} Tbe&dtf 
love that Jin above, and knows- me, and knom^mr, iat» 
pitiful I deferve, I mean $h fining j but or Iov£%,. £4a?- 
dtr the gooff fwimmer, Tro/A* the firft employer' o# pan* 
dars> and a whole book full of thefe quondam carpet-mov*-' 
gers whofe names yet run fmoothly to the eten roaft of a 
blank verfe, why; they were never fo truly raw 1 * *•#»' 
and ever, as. my poor felf in love j marry, 1 eantet farm i 
it in rhime 5 I hate tryM, I can find out no thkacielajp I 
but baby, an innocent rhime 5 for fcern, bom, a ko# | 
fUlffir; for fibool, fool, a babling rhime $ very tillljjJ— » 
endings 5 no; I was not born under a rhimtng placet, fet | 
cannot woo m fefiival terms-. 

SCENE VII. Enter Beatrice. V 

{Sweet Beatrice, would*!! thou come when I call thee* ' 

* Seat. Yea, S ; gnior, and depart when yoa bid tno* 
Bene. O, flay but 'till then. • • r 

* Bear. Then is fpoken ; fare you well now $ and yet era 
I go, let me go with- that I 'came for, whtefc is, with 
knowing what hath paft between you and Qsudio. 

Bene. Only fool words, and thereupon I wiH Jtife-tfet*. 

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and foul wind is bis? 
fed! breath,. and foul breath » nouomej thetefcie I will 
depart nokift. 

• - Bne, 

] 
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;; • #m* Thou taft frighted tbe word out of its right fen& 
fo forcible is thy wit } bat I muft tell thee plainly, Qaudtp 
undergoes my challenge, and either I mu& fhordy hear 
£ojB.him or J wiU fubfcribe him avowant; and I^ray 
#h«e now fcjl me, for. which of ray bad partj didft thou 
MM1 in love with me ? 

Beat. Fqr them altogether j why h majntaiaM fo politick 
a ftM* «f wl, &** they w,ill not admit aqy good fait to 
intermingle with them « but for which of my good parts did 
yon firft furTer love for me ? 

Bene. Suffer lovef a^gotd epithet j I do furTer love in- 
deed, for I loye thee agaja&.my will* 

Beat. In fpight of your heart, I think; ajas poor heart, 
if yon fpight it &r my &ke, I will fpight it for yours, for 
I will never ]pve that which my frien4 bales., 

Bene. Thou aod I are, too wife to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appear* not in that cbniemon ; tare's not one 
wife man among twenty that will praife himfelf. 

Bene. An old, .ton ofcl inftance, JSeatrice, that liv'd in 
4te time p/ good neighbours 5 if a man do not erect in this 
age His own tomb ere he dies, he (hall live no longer in 
monuments, than the bells ring, and the widow weeps. 

Beat, And how-long is that, think you ? 

Bene, Why, an hour in clamour, and a quarter in 
rheum 5 therefore it is moft expedient for the wife, if Don 
worm (his confcience) find no impediment to the contrary, 
to be the trumpet of his own virtues, as I ata to my felf $ 
£> much for praifing my felf; who I my felf will bear wit- 
ness is pratfe-worthy $ . and now tell me how doth your 
coufin? v 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene, And how do you ? • - % 

Beat. Very ill too; , \ 

Enter Urfula. , . , L ,. 

Jfea/~£e^rc CM, Jove f&*and'mend $ there wil}4 J** e 
youn^ for here -comes one in haAe. 

Urf. Madam, you muft come to your uncle ; yonder'* 
old coil at home; it is proved my Lady Hero , hath- been 
fidfcly accuVd, the Prince and Qaudio mightily ahus*d,^n4 

•■ •• : •.*.*.'. .. 0°° 

Digitized by GoOgle 



ig6 Much Ado about Nothing. 
Vonjobn is the author of all, who is fled and gone : wiU 
you come prefently ? 

Beat. "Will you go hear this news, Signior? 
• Bene . I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be 
fjury'd in thy eyes 5 and moreover I will go with t hee to 
thy uncle. [Exeunt* 

SCETII Vm. A Church. 
' JEnter Don Pedro, Claodio, end Attendant* with tapers. 
' Gaud. Is this the monument of Letnato f 
Atten. It is, my Lord. . 

EPITAPH. 
* Done to death hy fanderous tongues, 
Was the Hero that here lyes : 
1 i Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gi-vei her fame which never dies* 
So the life that tyd with /home, 
laves in death with glorious fame. 
Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praifingberwhenlunsdmnb. 

Gaud. Now mufick found, and fog your folemn hymn* 
S O N O. 
Pardon, Goddefs of the night, 
Tbofe that JUw thy virgin knight ; 
For the which with fongt of woe, 
Round about btr tomb they g>. 
Midnight thou ajfift our moan, 
Help us thou tojtgk andgrmm 

]%eavily l heavily. 
Graves, oh, yawn and yield your dead! 
Until death be uttered 

Heavify, heavily! ' 

Gaud, Now unto tny bones goodnight! 
Yearly will J do this rite. 

Pedro. Good morrow, marten, put your torches our, 
, The wolves have prey'd j and look the gentle day, " 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about 

Dapples the drowfie eaft with fpors of grey. 
Thanks to you all, and leave us j rare you well* 
Gaud. Good morrow, ttaaflera j each his fcveral way* 

Pok* 
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Pedr: Come, let us hqnet, -and put on other weeds, 
.And t^eo-to^ffn^s we will go. ; . ; 

G&m«£ And /&«#» now with luckier ifluefpetd'g* ; 
Thafi this, for w$icb we render'd up this woe I . [Exevnt, 
S C E N E IX. ' Uonato'j Houfi. 
Enter Leonato, Benedick, Margaret, Urfula, Antonio, * 
Friar, and Hero. > 

Friar* Did J not tell yon /he was innocent ? 
Ltoiu So are the Prince and QauJh who accus'd her, 
Xlpon the error tjjat you heard debated. 
^But Margaret was in fome fault for tjtus j* 
Although againft.her will as it appears, , .r >_ 

In the truecourie of aU the quemon. ■ , 

Anti Well, . J am.glad that aH things fort fo well. 
Bene. And fo am I, j being ehe by faith enfbic'd 
To call young Claudto to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well,, daughter, and you gentlewomen al)^ 
Withdraw into a chamber by your fclves. 
And when I lend for you come hither msuVd ; 
The Prince and Claudia pronuV d by this hour , 
ToTifit me 5 you know your office, brother, 
Yjm muft be other to your brothers daughter, . 
And give her to young Claudia, [Exeunt Ladies, 

m Ant. Which I will do with confirmM countenance* • \ 
Bene. Friar, I muft intreat your pains, I think. • ,' 
Friar. To do what, , Signior ? 
. Bene. To bind me or undo me, one of them) 
"Signior Leonato, truth it is. good Signior, 
Your neice regards me.witfi,an.eye of favour. . ^, 'f 

Leon. That eye. my. daughter lent her, 'tis moft true* 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. . 
Lean. The fight whereof I think you ha4 from me, 
From* CLitdio an/1 the Prince; but what's your will? 

Bene. Your anfwer, Sir, is enigmatical j 
But for my will, my will is, your good will 
May fland with ours, .tbisjday to be conjoint . > 

TtrT ftate of honourable marriage, 
In which, good Friar, I flwll defire your help, 
Ltau. My heart is with your Uk'iag* 
friar. And my help* 
.,, * R 3" * SCENE 
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SCENE X. * * • 

Enter Don Pedro «*<t*Claudib voitb Mundantt. 

Pedro. Good morrow to this fair aflemVy. 
• Leo*. Good morrov/, Prince, good morrow, Claudio, - 
We here attend you ; are you yet determm'd * 
To-day to marry with my brothers daughter f 

Gaud. I'll hold my mind, were (he an Etbiope. 

Lem. Call her forth, brother, here's the Friar ready. 

[Exit Ant. 

Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick*, why, what's the matter, 
That you have fuch a February race. 
So full of froft, of ftorm andcloudmefe ? 

Gaud. I think he thinks upon the favage boll : - 

Tufii, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold, 
And fo all Europe mall rejoice at thee, 
As once Europa did at lufty Jove\ 
When he would play the noble beafr in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, Sir, had an amiable lew. 
And fome fuch frrange bull leapfyour father's cow, 
And got a calf in that fame noble feat, 
Much like to you, for you have juft his bleat. 
SCENE J I. Enter Antonio voitb Hero, Beatrice, 
' • Margaret, and Urfuh, maflid, 

Claud. Tot this 1 owe you 5 here come other reckonings. 
Which is the £ady 1 010ft feize upon ? 

Leon, This fame is fhe, and I do give you her. 

Gaud, Why then {he's mine ; fweet, let me fee your race. 

Leon, No, that you fhall not, 'till you take her hand 
Before this Friar, and fwear to marry her. 

Gaud, Give me your hand $ before this holy Friar, 
I am your bufband if you like of me. 

Hero.' And when I liv'd,! was your other wifc.[UmnajHn£, 
And when you lov'd, you were my other bsiband. 

Gaud. Another Hero? 

Hero, Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dy'd denTd, but I do live 5 
And furely as I live I am a maid. 

Pedro, The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon, She dy'd, my Lord, but whiles her flander KvM. 

friar. Aji this amazement can I.quahne. • 
- Wfaw 
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*9Jhen after that the holy rites are ended, 
FH tell you largely of fair Heroes death : 
Mean tone let wonder feem familiar. 
And 10 the chappel let us prefently. 

Bene. Soft and lair/ Friar. Which is Beatrice f 
' Bear, I anfwer to that name 5 what is your will ? 

Beat, 0o not you lore me ? 

Bent, Why, no; no more than reafon. 

Bene. Why then your uncle and the Prince, and Qaudio 
Have been deceiv'd ; for they did fwear you did, 

&eat. Do not yon tore me ? 
t Bene, Troth, bo, nojnore than reafon. 

Beat. Why, then my coufin, Margaret aftd Urfula 
Are rfiach deceiv'd j for they did fwear you did. 
« Bene% They fwore you were almoft fick for me. 

• Beat* They fwore you were well- nigh dead for me. 

Bene, "Ks no matter ; then you do not love me f 

Beat, No truly, but in friendly recommence. 

Eon. Come, coufin, I am fore you love the gentleman. 

Chad, And I'll be fworn upon't that he loves her, 
For here** a toper written in his hind, 
' A hiking formet of his own pare brain, 
Faftkm'd to Beatrice, 

Hero. And here's another, 
Writ in my coufin's hand, ftolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick, 

Bene. A miracle ! here*t our own hands againft our 
hearts ; come, I will have thee 5 but, by this light, I 
take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would now deny you ; but, by this good day, I 
yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to feve your life ; for 
as I was told, you were in a confumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will flop your mouth. \tSffet her. 

J>cdr*. How doft thou, Benedick, the married man ? 

Bern. I'll tell thfe what, Prince } a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : doft thou 
think I care for a fatyr, or an epigram ? no : if a man will 
be beaten with brains, he {hall wear nothing handfome about 
him J in brief, fince I do purpofe to many, I will think 
nothing to any purpofe that the world can fay againft it 5 

and 
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and therefore never flout at ne, fbrwhat ifcttCufr;** 
gainft it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this is pay condb* 
lion j for thy part, uaftdio,- I did think to fuse beateja 
thee, but in that thou' art like to be my kiaJmaa, Jive un<- 
bruisM/ andvjove arty couijri. . 

Claud. I had well hoped tfrpu, woiild& have denied 2fc»- 
Iww, that I might have cudgell'd thee out of thy fingle 
life, to make thee a double dealer, which oat of queftion 
thou vrijt be, if my coufin do not look exceeding narrowly 
to thee. 

Bene, Come, come, we are friends ; let's bswe a dance 
ere we are marry'd, that we may lighten pur own hearts, 
and pur wives heels. ' 

Leon. We'U have daacing afterwards. 

Bene. Firft, o* my wojd 5 therefore play, mofick. Prince, 
thou art fad, get thee a wife, get thee a wijfe| thefe i| no 
ftaff more reverend than one tipt with horn, 
JEntorMJpUFgtr. 

Mrf- Myfcord, yourb^her^ista'wittfligfc^ 
And brought with armed men back to Muffin*, \ 

Bene, Think not on him "till to-morrows 1*11 4qn$ 
thee brave punin^rnenjsfofihfna. Strike up, Pipers. [Dour. 

[E&vnti 
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Dramatis Persons. 

DUKE of Venice. 

Prince of Ar R agon, £«««rj w rwu« 

Ant hon io, the Merchant of Venice. 

B a s s a n i o , £/ j Friend, in love vritb Portia* 

Salanio, ^ 
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Gratiano, 3 , 

Lorenzo, in love with Jeflka. 

Shtlock, 4 Jew. 
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Gob bo, tfw •/</ Afan, Father to LaunceloU 

Leonardo, Servant to Baflanio. 

Balthazar, Servant U Pojdi. 

Po r t i a , tf» ff«>*/> gf f«df Quality and Fortune, 
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Senators of Vtvkt, Ojpeers, Servants to Portia, audit* 
Attendants, 



S. C E N.E /*f$r .** Yarice, W £»?^ * PeJoxptj .«£ 
o*tr f/Portk upon the Continent. 



THE 

, d by Google 






r : H e 



F. Merchant of Venice. 



A,CT' T. SCENE I. 



I 



Enter Anthonio,. Sbtttino,. W .Salanio. 
jft(i.Y N footh * k*»» hot why I am Jo fad': 
h weaves- me 3 Jou Ay it wearies you ; 
Bat how I caught it, found it, sx came by/ it, ' 
What jtutT 'tis made of, whereof it is horn, 
I am to learn —i— 
And fuch a want-wit isdnel* maices of me, 
That I have much ado to know my fcif. 

Sal. Your mind is toffing on tine ocean. 
The* wktlre your Argbfiee' with portly fail, 
Like ngniors and rich burghers on the flood, . 
Or as.it were the pageants of the fa, 
Do ovqvpeer the petty traffickers 
That curtfie to them, do them reverence, . 
As they f\y by them with their woven wings. 

Sola. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch ventures, forth; 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes aboard, lihouldbe frill 
Plucking the graft, to know where aits the wind. 
Prying in mam for ports, and peers, and roads j. 
Aafr every obteft that might make me teas 
v - .. Jytfsfortux* 
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Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt 
Would make me fad. ... 

Sal. My wind cooling my broth 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at 6a, ' ' 
I {hould not fee the fandy hour-glafs run, 
But I fhould think of mallows and of flats, 
And fee my wealthy Arg'fie dock!d in fand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kifs her burial. Should I go to church 
And fee the holy edifice of ftone, 
And not bethink me ftrait of dang*rous rocki f 
Which touching but my gentle veflfcTs fide, 
Would (catter all the fpices on the flream, 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks j 
And in a word, but even now worth tWs, . 
And now worth nothing. Shall I hare the thought 
To think on this, and fhatt I lack the thought, 
That fuch a thing bechanc*d would make mc iad ? i 
But tell not me, I know Am bmt 
Is fad to think upon his merchandize. 

Antb. Believe me, no i I thank my fcrtune for it, 
My ventures are not in one bottom trufted, 
Nor to one place 5 nor is my whole eftate 
Upon the fortune of this prefent year t • 
Therefore my merchandtae makes me not fed. 

Sofa, Why then you are in love. 

Antb. Fie, fie, away 1 

Sola. Not in love neither ! then lift lay you're fed, 
Becaufe you ate not merry j 'twere as eafy 
For you to laugh and leap, and fay you're merry, 
'Caufe you're not fad. Now by two-headed Jmms, 
Nature hath fram'd itrange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh like parrots at a bag-piper ; • 
And others of fuch vinegar afpeft, 
That they'll not fliow their teeth in way of (mile, 
1 hough NcQor rwear the jeft be laughable. 

Enter Baflanio, Lorenzo and Gratiano. 

Sal. Here comes Bajfanio your molt noble kinsman, 

Gratis* 
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Crstiano and Lorenzo : fare ye well 5 
We leave you now with better company, 

S»la. I would have ftaid 'till I had made yon merry, 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Antb. Your worth is very dear in my regacd $ 
I take it your own bufinefs calls on you, 
And you embrace th* occauon to depart* 

Sal. Good morrow, my good lords* 

Baff. Good Signiors both, when (hall we laugh > fay when t 
You grow exceeding ftiange ; muft it be fo ? 

Sal. We'll make our leifures to attend on yours. 

6W<«* My lord Baffanio, fince you've found Antbomo* 
We two will leave you j but at dinner-time, 
I pray you have in mind where we muft meet. 

Baf. I will not fiiil you. [Exeum Solar. tfm/Saku 

Gra. Voo look not well, Signior Antboni* $ 
You have too much refpe& upon the world : 
They lofe it, that do buy it with much care* 
Believe me, you are marveUoufty chang'd. 

Antb. I hold the world but as the world, Gratia*9 9 
A ftage where every man muft play his part j 
And mine's a fad one* 

Gra, Let me play the fool 
With mirth and laughter } Co let wrinkles come, 
And let my liver rather beat with wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why would a man, whofe blood is warm within* 
Sit like his grand/ire cut in Alabafter ? 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevifli ? I tell thee what, Antbsnie, 
(I love thee, and it is my love that (peaks :) 
There are a fort of men, whofe vifages 
Do cream ami maade like a (landing pond, 
And do a wilful ftilnefs entertain, 
With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Of witiom, gravity, profound conceit, 
Aswholhould fay, I am Sir QratU, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark I 
O my Anthonio, I do know of thofe, 
That therefore only are reputed wife, 

, V91. II. S Wot 
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For faying nothing ; who Pm ferf fure, N 

If they mould fpeak, would aJmoft damn thofe ears, 

Which, hearing them, would call their brothers fools.*' 

I'll tell thee more of this another time : 

But fHh not with this ftetoncholy bait, 

For this fool's gudgeon, this Opinion. 

Come good Lorenzo f fere ye well a while, 

I'll end my exhortation after dinner. 

Lor. Well, we will leave yon then 'till dinner -time* 
I muft be one of thefe feme dumb wife men ; 
For Gratiam' never lets me fpeak. 

Gra. Well, keep me company hot two years more-, 
Thou malt not know the found of thine own tongue. 

A nth. Fare well ; I'll grow a talker for this gear. 

Gra. Thanks faith 5 for filence is only commendable 
In a neats tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible. 

1 [Exe*nt Grat, anlLor, 

Antb. Is that any thing now ? 

Bajf. Gratiano fpeak* an infinite deal of nothing, more 
than any man in all Vtmee : hk reafons are as two grains of 
wheat hid in two bumels of chaff j yon fliall fcek all day 
ere you find them, and when yon ha ye them, they are not 
worth the fearch. 

Antb, Weil } tell me now what lady is this fame- 
To whom you fwore a fccret pilgrimage, 
That you to-day prowuVd to tell me of ? 

• &ajl 'Tisoot unknown to- you, Antboni9 > 
How much I have difabjed mine eftate, 

By (hewing fomething a more foelting port 
Than my faiar means would* grant continuance |* 
Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 
From fuch a noble raw j but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off from th* great debts 
Wherein my time, fometbmg too prodigal. 
Hath left me gagM t- to you, Antbotm^ 
J owe the racft in mony, and in love, 
And from your love I have a warranty 
T'unburthen ail my plots and porpoies, 

* Allying r; what U^-d in the Gofpcl, that Wb^HVtT J*H fo 
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How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Amb, I pray yoii, good Baffanio, let me know it, 
And if it fhnd, as you your felf ftUl do, 
Within the eye of honour, be aflur'd 
My* purfe, my perfori, my extreameft means 
Lye all unlocked to your occafions. 

BaJT. In my fcbool-days, when I had loft oneihaft, 
I fhot feis fellow of the felf- fame flight 
The felf-fame'way, with more advifed watch, 
To find the other, forth j by ventring both* 
I oft found both* I urge thi3 child-hood proof, 
Becaafe what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much, and like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is loft 5 but if you pleafe 
To thoot another arrow that felf way 
Which you did {hoot the firft, I do not doubt, 
As lvr'ty watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thajnkJ&iHy reft debtor for the firft. 

Antb. You know me well, and herein Ipend hut tlmi 
To wind about my love with circumftance ; 
And out of doubt you do me now more wrong. 
In making queftion of my uttermofl, 
Than if you had made waire of all I have. 
Then do but fey to me, what I fhould do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preft unto it : therefore fpeak. 
Bajf. Jo Belmont is a lady richly left. 
And fhe is fair, and fairer than that word, 
Of wond'rous virtues $ (bmetime from her eyes 
I did receive fair fpeecblefc meflages j 
Her name is Portia, nothing undervalued 

To Cato's daughter, Brutus* Portia : 

Nor is the wide world i go* rant of her worth' \ 

For the four winds blow in from every coaft 

ftenowned fuitors j and her funny locks 

Hang on her temples like a golden fleece, 

Which makes her feat of Belmont, Cokbot ftrond, 

And many jfafpns come in queft of her. 

O my Antbonio, had I Jpit the means 

S a To 
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To hold a rival -place with one of tbem, 
I have a mind prefages me fuch * thrift, 
That I Jhould queftionlefs be fortunate. 

Antb, Thou know'ft that all my fortunes are at fea, 
Nor have I mony, nor commodity * 

To raife a prefent fum ; therefore go forth, 
Try what my credit can in Venice do j 
That fhall be rackM even to the uttermoft, 
To furniflx thee to Belmont to fair Portia: 
Go prefently enquire, and fo will I, 
Where mony is, and I no queftion make 
To have it of my truft, or for my fake. • ' [Exeunt. 

S C E N £ II. Belmont, 

Vbret Cajkets are fit out, one of gold, another afjiher, and 

another of lead. 

Enter Portia dnd Nerifli. 

Por. By my troth, Nerifa, my little body 2s weary of 
this great world. 

Ner. You would be, fwcet madam, if your miferies 
were in the fame abundance as your good fortunes are ; arjd 
yet, for ought I fee, they are as fick that furfeit with too 
much, as they that ftarve with nothing 5 therefore it is no 
{mill happinefs to be feated in the mean 5 fuperflutty comes 
fooner by white hairs, and competency lives' longer, 

Por, Good fentences, and well prbnoune'd. 

Ner. Th-y would be better if well followed. 

Por. If to do, were as eafie as to Jcrrow what were good 
to do, chappels had been churches, and poor mens cottage! 
Princes palaces. He is a good divine that fellows his owo 
in-ru£tions j I can eafier teach twenty what were good to 
be done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine own 
teaching. The brain may devife laws for the blood, bat a 
hot temper leaps o'er a cold decree 5 fuch a hare is madnefi 
the youth, to fkip o'er the meflies of good counfel the 
cripple. But this reafoning is not in fafliion to chufe me a 
hulband : O me, the word chufe ! I may neither chufe 
whom I would, nor refufe whom I diflikr, fo is the will 
of a living daughter curbM by. the will of a dead father: 

• Thrift,/* fhririn* . 
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» it not hard, Neriffa* that I cannot chufe one, nor refuffe 
none ? 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous, and holy men zt 
their death have good infpirations ; therefore the lottery 
that he hath devifed in thdfe three cherts of gold, fiber, 
and lead (whereof who chufes his meaning, chufes you J 
" will no doubt never be chofen by any rightly, but one whom 
you fhall rightly love. But what warmth is there in your 
arTe&ioa towards any of thefe princely fuitors that are r al- 
ready come ? 

Por. I pray thee over-name them, and as thou nam'ft 
.them I will defcrihe them, and according to my defcriptioa 
'level at my affe&ion. * 

Ner. Firft there, is the Neapolitan Prince. 
Por. Ay, that's a dolt indeed, for he doth nothing but 
talk of hb horfe, and he makes it a great appropriation to 
his own good parts that he can {hoe him bimfelf : I am, 
much afraid my lady his mother play'd ralfe with a fmith. 
Ner, Then there is the Count Palatine. 
Por. He doth nothing but frown, as who ihould fay, if 
you will not have me, chufe : he hears merry tales, and 
(miles not $ I fear he will prove the weeping Philofopher 
when he grows old, being (b full of unmannerly fadnefs in 
his youth. I had rather be married to a death's head with 
a bone in his mouth, than to either of thefe. God defend 
me from thefe two. 

Ner. How lay you by the French Lord, Monfieur Le 
Boun ! , 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pafs for a 
' man j in truth I know it is a fin to be a mocker } but he 1 
' why he hath a horfe better than the Neapolitan 1 *, a better 
bad habit of frowning than the Count Palatine, he is every 
man in no man ; if a throttle ring, he falls flrait a caper- 
ing ; he will fence with his own fhadow $ if I ihould 
marry him, I ihould marry twenty huibands. If he would 
defpife me, I would forgive him, for if he love me to 
madnefs, i mould never requite him. 

Ner. What fay ydu then to Faukonbridge. the young 

Baron of England ? T 

Por t You know I lay nothing to him, for he under-* 

S3 * flindt 
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{lands not me, nor I him j he hath neither Latin, Trtnch* 
nor Italian, and you may come into the court and (Wear* 
that I have a poor penny-worth in the EngKJb. He is * 
proper man* s picture, but alas ! who can converie with a 
'dumb ihow ? low odly he is fuited ! I think he bought his 
doublet in ha fj t his round hofe in Frante 9 his bonnet in 
Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner, What think you of the Scottifo lord bis neighbour ? 

Por, That he hath a neighbourly charity in him, for 
he borrow'd a box of the ear of the Englijb-man, and 
fwore he would pay bim again when he was able, I thiok 
the French-man became 1 his furety, and fealed under fipr 
another. 

Ner, How like you the ycung German, the Duke of 
Saxouy^s nephew ? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning when he is. ibber, aqd 
moft vilely in the afternoon when he is drunk ; when he is 
beft, he is a little worfe than a man, and when he is worft, 
he is little better than a bead ; and, the worrt rail that 
ever fell, I hope I fhall make fluft to go without him. 

Ner, If he ihould offer to chufe, and chufe the right 
caiket, you ihould refufe to perform your father's will, 
if you ihould refufe to accept him. 

Pqr. Therefore for fear of the worft, I pray thee (et a 
deep glafs of Rbtnijb wine on the contrary ca/ket, for if 
the deyil be within, and that temptation without, 1 know 
he will chufe it. I will do any thing NeriJ/a, ere 1 will bt 
jnarry M to a fpunge. 

Ner, You need not fear, lady, the having any of thefe 
lords : they have acquainted me with their determinations, 
which is indeed to return to their home, and to trouble 
you with no more fait, unlefs you may be won by fame 
other fort than your father's imposition, depending on the 
ca/kets. 

Por, If I live to be as old as Sibffla, I will die as chafte 
as Diana, unlefs I be obtain'd by the manner of my fa- 
ther's will : I am glad this parcel of wooers are fa reafo- 
nable, for there is not one among them but I doat on his 
▼ery abfence, and wifli them a fair departure. 

Ner, Do you not remember^ Jady, in your father"*! time, 
• I t 

Digitized by GoOgle 



The Merchant of Venice. 21 1 

* Vknetidn, a fcholar and a foldier, that came hither in 
company of the Marquifs of Mountferrat t 

Pot. Yes, yes, it was Bajanio, as I think, he was (o 
called. 

Afar. True, madam 5 he of all the men that ever my 
fbolHh eyes look'd upon, was the beft deferring a fair lady. 

Por. I remember him well, and I remember him worthy 
of thy praife. How now' ? what news ? 
Enter a Servant. 

Ser. The four Grangers feek for you, madam, to take 
'their leave ; and there is a fore-runner come from a fifth, 
the Prince of Morocco, who brings word the Prince bis ma- 
tter will be here to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with fo good a 
heart as I can bid the other four farcwel, I fltouW be glad 
of his approach ; if he have the condition of a faint, and 
the complexion of a deyil, I had rather he fhould flirive me 
tjiap wive me. Come Neriffa. Sirrah go before ; while 
we (hut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at the 
door. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Venice. 
Enter Baflanio and Shylock. 

Shy. Three thoufand ducats ? well. 

Staff. Ay Sir, for three months. 

Shy. For three months ? well. 

Baff. For the which, as I told you, Anthonio {hall be 
bound. 

Sby. Anthonio fiSall become bound ' well. 

Baff. May you ftead me ? will you pleafure me ? mail 
I know your anfwer r 

Sby. Three thoufand ducats for three months, and An* 
tbonio bound ? 

Baff. Your anfwer to that. . 

Sly. Anthonio is a goo 1 man. 

Baff. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary ? * 

Shy. No, no, no, no j my meaning in faying he is a 
good man, is to have you underftand me, that he is furH* 
cient: yet his means are in fuppofition : he hath an Afgofie 
bound to Tripoli's, another to the Indies j I underftand 
JBo rc oTCr uoon the Ryalto, he hath a third at Mexico, a 

fourth 
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fcurth for England, and other ventures he hath fquander'jl 
abroad. Bat fliips are but boards, failers but men $ there 
be land*. rats, and water-rats, water- thieves and land-thieves, 
I mean pyrites j and then there Is the peril of waters, 
winds and rocks. The man is notwithstanding furhoent j 
three thousand ducats ? I think I may take his bond. 

BaJJl Be : aflur'd you may. . i 

Siy, I will beaffur'd I may ; and that I may be afiur'4, ' 
I will bethink me ; may I fpeak with Ambon to t 

Bajf,, If it fleams you to dine with us. 

Shy, Yes, to finell pork, to eat of the habitation whisk 
your prophet the Nazarite conjur*d the devil into ? I will 
buy with you, fell with you, talk with you, walk with 
you, and fofcUowing J but I will not eat with you, drink | 
with you, nor pray with you* What news on the Ryafa j 
who is he comes here ? * 

-Euier Anthonio. 

Bajf. This is Signior Anthonio* 

Siy, \Afid*\ How like a fawning Publican, he looks! 
X bate him, for he is a chriftian, : 
But more, for that In low fimpHcity 
He lends out mony gratis, and brings down 
The rate of ufance jierc with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
J will feed fat the ancient grudge 1 bear him* 
.He hates our (acred nation, and he rails. 
Ev'n there where merchants moft do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-wen thrift, 
Which he calls lntereft. Curfed be my tribe 
If I forgive him ! 
. Baff'. Siy lock, dofpu hear ? 

Siy, I am debating of my prcfent flore, 
And by the near gueis of my memory, , 
J cannot inftantly raife up the grofs 
Of full three thoufand* ducats : what of that ? 
{Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
"Wili furniih me 5 but foft, how many months 
Do you defire ? Reft you fair, good Signior, [To Antk 
.Your worship was the laft man in our mouths. 

Antb, %/<**> although I neither jend nor borrow 
*.. * . By 
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By taking, nor by giving of excefs, 
Yet to fuply the ripe wants of my friend 
I'll break a cuftom.— Is he yet pofleft 
How much he would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thoufand ducats. 

Amb. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, three months, he told me fo ; 
Well then your bond • and let me fee, but hear you, 
Methought you faid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Antb. I do never ufe it. 

Shy, When Jacob graz'd his uncle Labatfs fheep, 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As ha wife mother wrought in his behalf) 
The third poiTeflbr ^ ay, he was the third, . . 

Antb. And what of tarn > did he take intereft } 

Sty. No, not take int'reit, not aft you would fay 
Directly int'reft ; mark what Jacob did. 
When Laban and himfelf were compromised 
That all the yeanlings which were ftreakM and pied 
Should fall as Jacob's hire ; the ewes being rank, 
In th' end of autumn turned to the rams J 
Then when the work of generation was 
Between thefe woolly breeders jn the a&, 
The fkilful fhephcrd peel'd me certain wands, 
And in the doing of the deed of kind, 
He ltuck them up before the tulfome ewes ; 
Who then conceiving, did in yeaning time 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and rhofe were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was bleft j 
And thrift is bleifing, if men fteal it not. 

Antb, This was a Venture, Sir, that Jacob ferv'd for j 
A thing not in his pow'r to bring to pafs, 
But fway*d and fainion'd by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inferted to make int*reft good ? 
Or is your gold and filver ewes and rams ? 

Shy, I cannot tell j I make it breed as fail > 
But note me, Signior. 

Antb, Mark you this, Boflanio f 
The devil can cite fcriptui* for jbis purpofe, ' 

Digitized by GoOgle 



.il4 The Merchant of Venice. 

An evil foul, producing holy witness, 
It like a villain with a failing cheek, 
A goodly apple rotten at the heart. 
O what a godly outlide falftiood hath ! 

Sby. Three thoufand ducats! 'tis a good round fuffl, 
Three months from' twelve, then let me fee the rate." 

Aub. WeJU, Sbylock* /hall we be beholden to you t 

Sby, Signior Antbonio, many a time and .oft 
In the 'Ryako you have rated me, 
About my monies and my usances. 
Still have I born it with a patient 4hrug, 
For fufieranceis the-bad^e of *llour tribe. 
You call me mifbelieveri cut- throat dog. 
And fpit upon my Jtwijb gabardine, 
And all for ufe of that which is mine own. 
Well thon, it now appears you need my help: 
Go to then, you come to me, and you fay, 
Sbylock, we would havem&ics J you fay fo, 
You that did void your rheume upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you fpurn a Granger cur 
Over your threshold : mony is your fuk j 
What mould I fay to you ? would I not lay, 
Hath a dog mony ? is it pofQble . 
A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ? or 
Shall I bend low, arid in a bondman's key, 
"Wklj bated breath, and whifp'ringhumblenefs, 
Say this : fair $ir, you fpit on me laft Wcdncjdaj, 
You fpurn'd me fnch a day $ another time 
You call'd me dog 5 and for thefe curtefies 
I'll lend 'you thus much monies. ' 

Antb. I am as like to call thee fp again, 
To, fpit on thee again, to fpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this mony, lend it not 
As to thy friend, (for when did friendship take 
A * breed of barren metal of his friend ?) 
But lend it rather*to thine enemy,. * 

Who if he hreak, thou, may'fl with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

• Breed of metal, meaning mtny st ufuft mony that bre eds mere— 
The tld tdUwu (fu*tf Vm) htn* $t % h bribe of barren pxctal— « 

Sbfy 
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Sby. Why how you fterm ? 
I woeld be friends with you, and have your love, 

I Forget the /names that you hare ftalnMme with/ 
Supply your prefent wants, and take no doit 
Of ufance for my monies, and you'll not hear me t • 
This fure«is kind I offer. 
s "Amb. '■ This were kindnefc. 
j Sby. Thisktodnefswilllihow; 
I Go with me to a Notary, halms there ' 
! Your fingle bond, and in a merry fport, 
If Jm repay me not on fuch a day, " • 

In fach- a place, fuch fum or Sums as are 
I Exprefs'd in the condition, let the forfeit 

Be nominated for an equal pound • \ 

, Of ^eurfairflem, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body it mall pleafe me. "* 

Antb. Content, in faith, PIT fcal to fuch a bond. 
And fay there is much kindnefs m the Jeto. 

Baff. You /hall not feal to fuch a^bofld for me, 
1*J1 rather dwell in my neceflity. ! ^ * • 

Attb. Why fear not, man, I will not forfeit it z 
Within thefe two months (that's a month before 
I This bond expires) I do expteift return 
' Of thrice three times the vafoe of this bond. 

Sby. O father Abrubam, what thefe christians are \ 
I Whofe own Hard dealings teach them to fufpeel 
The thoughts of others- ! pray you tell me this, 
If he mould break his day, what mould I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? ' - 

A pound of man's fle/h, taken from a man, 
la not fo eftimable or profitable, 
As flefh 6f muttons, beefs, or goafs. I fay, 
To buy his favour, I extend this frieiyHhip : 
Ifhe-willtakeit, foj if net, adrectf 
And for my love I pray you wrong me not. , 
Antb. Yes, Sbylock, I will feal unto this bond. 
Sby. Then meet me forthwith at the Notary's, 
Give him direction for this merry bond, 
And I will go and purfe the ducats ftrait, 
% to my fcmfe, left in the fearful guar4 

.* df 
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Of an unthrifty knave, and preiently 

I will be with you. [£*&. 

Antb. H« thee, gentle Jew. 
The Hebrew will tarn chriftian, he grows kind. 

Bajf. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 

Antb. Come on, in this there can be no difmay, 
My fhips come home a month before the day. [Exeunt, 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 

Belmont. 
Enter Morochiui a Tawny-Moor all in white, and three w 
four Followers atcordinglj!, with Portia, Nerifla, and her 

train. Flo. Cornets. 
M$r. Tt ft Iflike me not for my completion, 

IV 1 The fliadowM livery of the burnuVdfun, 
To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the faireft creature northward born, 
Where Pbcebut* fire fcarce thaws the ificfcs, 
And let us make incifion for your love, 
To prove whofe blood is reddeft, his or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this afpeft of mine 
Hath fcar'd the valiant } by my love I fwear, 
The beft regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to fteal your thoughts, my gentle Queen. 

Tor. In terms of choice I am not folely led 
By nice direction of a maiden's eyes : 
Befides, the lottery of my deftiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary chufing. 
But if my father had not fcanted me, 
And hedg'd me by his will to yield my felf 
His wife, who wins me by that means 1 told you ; 
Your felf, renowned Prince, then flood as fair 
As any comer I have look'd on yet, 
For my affection. 

Mor. Ev'n for that I thank you ; 
Therefore I pray you lead me to the cafketi 
To try my fortune. By this fcimitar, 
That flew the Sophy and a Perjan Prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 
t, would out- flare the ftcrneft eyes that look, Out- 
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Out- brave the heart moft daring on the earth, 
Flock the young fucking cubs from the fhe-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, . 
To win thee, lady. But, alas the while 1 
If Hercules and Lydas play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand s 
So is Afctdes beaten by his Page, 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Mils that which one unworthier may attain. 
And die with graving. 

Tor. You muft take your chance, 
And either not attempt to chufe at all, 
Orfwear before you chufe, if you chufe wrong, 
Never to fpeak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage J therefore be advis*d. 

Mor. Nor will not 5 therefore bring me to my chance* 

Tor. Firft forward to the temple, after dinner 
Your hazard (hall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then ! \Comet* t 

To make me Weft or curfed - ft among men. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Venice. 
Enter Launcelot alone. 

Latin. Certainly my confcience will ferve me to Tun from 
this Jew my mailer. The* fiend is at mine elbow, and 
tempts me, faying to me, Gobbo f Launcelot Gobbo, good 
Launcelot, or good Gobbo, or good Launcelot Gobbo, uf« 
your legs, take the ftart, run away. My confcience fays 
no ; take heed, honeft Launcelot, take heed, honeft Gobbo t 
or as aforefaid, honeft Launcelot Gobbo, do not run, fcorn 
running with thy heels, Well, the moft courageous fiend 
bids me pack, via fays the fiend, away fays the fiend, for 
the hcav'ns roufe up a brave mind, fays the fiend, and run* 
WeJj, my confcience hanging about the neck of my heart, 
feys very wifely to me, my honeft friend Launcelot, being 
an boneft man's fon, or rather an honeft woman's fon 
for indeed my father did foraething (mack, fomething grow 

too ; he had a kind of tafte. well, my confcience lays, 

budge not ; budge, fays the fiend j budge not, fays my con- 
fcience 5 confcience, fay I, you couafel well 3 fiend, fay I» 
• rot. XI. T yo« 
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you counfel ill. To be rul'd by my confcience I Jhould fey 
with the Jew my mafter, who, God blefi the mark, k a 
kind of devil j and to run away from the Jew I mould be 
ruled by the fiend, who, faving your reverence, is the devil 
himfelf. Certainly the Jew is the very devil incamal 5 and 
in my confcience, my confcience is but a kind of hard con- 
fcience, to offer to counfel me to ftay with the Jem. The 
fiend gives the more friendly counfel } 1 will run, Send, 
my heels are at your commandment, I will run. 
Enter old Gobbo with a basket. 

Gob, -Mafter young man, you, I pray you, which it the 
way to mafter Jew's ? 

Launc. O beav'ns, this is my true begotten father, who 
being more than fand-blind, high gravel-blind, knows me 
not ; I will try confufions with him. 

Gob, Mafter young gentleman, I pray you which if the 
way to mafter Jew's ? 

Laun. Turn up, on your right-hand at the next turning, 
but at the next turning of all on your left ; marry at the 
very next turning turn. of no hand, but turn down indirectly 
to the Jew's houfe. 

Gob. By God's fonties, 'twill be a hard way to hit ; can 
you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells with him, 
dwell with him or no ? 

Laun. Talk you of young mafter Launcelot f (mark me 
now, now will i raife the waters';) talk you of young ma- 
fter Launcelot t 

Gob, No mafter, Sir, but a poor man's fon. His rather, 
though I fay't, is an honeft exceeding poor man, and, God 
oe thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Well, let his father be what he wHl, we talk of 
young mafter Launcelot, 

Gob, Your worfliip*s friend and Launcelot, Sir. 

La uk. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo I bcfeech you, , 
talk you of young mafter Launcelot f 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an't pleafe your mafterfhip. ! 

Laun. Ergo mafter Launcelot $ talk not of mafter Z«n- I 
eelot, father, for the young gentleman (according to rates I 
and deftinies, and fuch odd fayings, the fiftera three, tad I 

fa* ; 
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Inch branches of learning,) is indeed deceafed, or, as you 
would fay in plain terms, gone to heav'n. 

Gob. Marry God forbid ! the boy was the -very ftaff of 
my age, my very prop. 

Laun. $> 1 look like a cudgel, or a hovel-poft, a ftaff 
or a prop ? do you know me, father ? 

Gob, Alack the day, I know you not, young gentleman; 
but I pray you tell me, is my boy, God reft his foul, alive 
or dead ? v 

Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob, Alack Sir, I am fand- blind, 1 know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed if you had your eyes you might fail 
of the knowing me : it is a wife father that knows his own 
child* Well, old man, I will tell you news of your fon, 
five me, your blefling, truth will come to light, murder can- 
not be hid long, a man's ion may .5 but in the end truth 
will out. 

Gob. Pray you, Sir, ftand up, I am fure you are not 
Launcelot my boy. 

Laun. Pray you let's have no more fooling about it, but 
give me your blefling 5 I am Launcelot, your boy that waft, 
jrour fon that is, your child that {hall be. 

Gob* I cannot think you are my foni 

Laun. I know hot what I (hall think of that : but I am 
Launcelt the Jcv?% man, and I am fure Margerj your 
wife is my mother. 

Gob. Her name Is Margery Indeed. Til be fworn, if 
thou be Launcekt, thou art mine own flefti and blood-, lord 
wodhip'd might he be ! what a beard haft thou got ! thou 
haft got more hair on thy chin, than Dobbin my TaiH- 
IfcQrfe has on his tail. 

Laun. It (frould feem fhen that fiobbinp tail grows back- 
ward, 1 am jure he. had more hair on his tail tfyan I have 
on my face when I laft faw him. 

Gbb. Lard how att thou changed ! how Soft thou and thy 
matter agree ? I have brought him a prefent \ how agree 
you now t 

Laun. Well, wettf but for mine own part x as I have 

iet up my reft to runaway, fo I will not reft till I have 

run fome ground, My matter's a very'3Wt>; give him a 

T *' * prefent! 
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prefent ! give him a halter : I am famuVd in his ierticv* 
You may tell-every finger I hare with my ribs. Father, I 
am glad you are come, give me your prefent to one mafter 
Bajfanio, who indeed gives rare new liveries J if I ferve him 
not, I wllr run at far as God has any ground. O rare for- 
tune, here comes the man ; to him, father, for I am a 
Jew if I ferve the Jew any longer. 
Enter Bailanio with Leonardo, and a follower or two more. 

Baff. You may do fo ; but let it be fo haired, that fupr-. 
per be ready at the fartheft by 'five of the clock : fee thefe 
letters dehver'd, put the liveries to making, anddefirt 
Gratiano to come anon to my lodging. 

Laun. To him, father. 

Gob. God blels your worihip. 

Baff. Gramercy, would'ft thou ought with me f 

Gob. Here's my lbn; Sir, a poor boy. 

Laun. Not a poor boy, Sir, but the rich Jew"* marf, 
that would, Sir, as my rather (hall fpecifie. 

Gob. He hath a great infection, Sir, as one would far, 
to ferve. 

1 Laun. Indeed the* fliort and the long is, I ferve^the Jew % 
and have a defire a$ my father fliall fpecifie. 

Gob. His mafter and he, laving your worfljip*s reverence, 
are fearce catercoufins. 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the Jem 
having done me wrong, -doth caufe me, as my father, be- 
ing I hope an old roan, fliall frutifie unto you. 

Gob. I have here a difli of doves that I would beftow 
opon your worihip, and my fait is — 

Laun. In very brief, the fuit is impertinent' tb my felf, 
as your worfhip rtull know by this honeft old man j and 
though I fay it, tliough old man, yet poor man my father. 

Bajf. One fpeak for both, what would you ? 

Laun. Serve you, Sir. 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, Sir. 

Bajf. I Jtnow thee well, thou haft obtain'd thy fuit j 
Sbyloct, thy mafter, fpoke with me this day, 
And hath preferred thee, if it be preferment 
To leave a rich Jew's fervice to become 
The follower of fo poor a gentleman. 
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Laun. The old proverb i* way weH parted between my 
■matter -S^/vA and you, Sir j yoa have the grace of Cod, 
Sir, and he hath enough. . 

Baff Thou fpeak'ft it well 5 go, father, with thy foa : 
Take leave of thy old mafter, and enquire 
M7 lodging out 5 give him a livery, 
More guarded than his fellows : fee it done. 

Laun. Father, in 5 I cannot #t a fei vice, no ? I have 
«e T er a tongue ip my head ? well, * if any man in Italy have . 

a fairer table wtych doth offer to fwear upon a book, 

IfiaH have good fortune go to, here's a fimple line'cf 

life, here's a fmall trifle of wives, ajas, fifteen wives » 
nothing, eleven widows and nine maids is a fimple com- 
ing in for 'one man ! and then to 'fcape drowning thrice, and 
<o be in peril of my life with the edge of a readier bed, here 
are imple 'fcapes! well, if fortune be a woman, we's a good 
-wench for thisgeer. Father, come j I'll take my leave of 
the yew in the twinkling of an eye. [Ex. Laun. and Qob. 

Bgff. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this 4 
Theft things being bought and orderly beftowed, 
Return in haite, for I do feaft to-night 
My bed efteetrr*d acquaintance ; hie thee, go. . 
Lent* My beft endeavours (hall be done herein, 
SCENE. III. Enter Gratiano. 
Gra . Where is your mailer ? 

Leon. Yonder, Sir, he walks. [Exit Leonardo. 

Gra. Signior Baffanio / ' 
Baff; Signior Gratiano i 
<rra. I have a Suit to you. 
Baff. You have obtain' d it. 
Gra . Nay, you muft not deny me, I muft go 
VJixhyou to Belmont. 

Baff Why then you muft : but hear thee, Gratiano, 
Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice, 
Parte that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch eyes as ours appear nojt faults 5 
But where thou art not known, why there they fhew 
Something too liberal j pray thee take pain 

• Looking on his own hand. 

T 1 T'aBay 
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T* alhy with fome cold dipops of modefty 

Thy flopping fpirit, left through thy wild behaviour 

I be mifconftru'd in the place I go Co, 

And fofe my hopes. 

Gra. Signior BaJJamo, hear me. 
If I do not put on a fober habit, 
Talk with refpe&, and fwear but now and their, 
Wear prayer- books in my pockets, look demurely, 
Nay more, while grace is faying, hood mine eyes 
'Thus with mine hat, and figh and fay Amen j 
Ufe all th* obfervance of civility, 
Like one well ftadied in a fad orient 
. To pleafe his grandam ; never truft me more. 
Bajf* Well, we fliall fee your bearing. 
Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night, you mall not gageae 
By what we do to-night. 

Bajf. No, that were pity. 
' J would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldeft fuit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpofe merriment : but fare you well, 
I have fome bufmefs. 

Gra. And I muft to Lorenzo and the reft i 
But we will vifit you at fupper-time. {Exumt* 

SCENE IV. Enter Jeflka ami LaunceJoc 
Jef. I'm forry thou wilt leave my rather fo, 
' Our houfe is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 
Didft rob it of fome tafte of tedioufnefs $ 
But fare thee well, there is a ducat for thee* 
And, Launceloty foon at fupper malt thou fee 
Lorenxo, who is thy new matter's goeft 5 
Give him this letter; do it fecretly, 
A;A fo' farewell : I would not have my father 
See me talk with thee. 

La an. Adieu ; tears exhibit my tongue, moft beautifal 
Pagan, moft fweet Jew ! if a chrHhan did not play tbc 
knave and get thee, I am much deceived ; but adieu, thrfe 
fooli/h drops do ibmewbat drown my manly fpirit : adiev. 

Jef. Farewel, good Launceht. 
k, what heinous fin is it in me. 

- ■- - To 
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To be a&am'd to be my father's child ? 
But thoogh I am a daughter to his blood, 
I am not to his manners : O Loremoo, 
If thou keep promife, I fliall end this (trifv;, 
Become a chnftian, and thy loving wife* • [Exit* 

SCENE V. 
Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Solarino, and Salanio. 

Lor. Nay, we will (link away in fopper-tirae, dHguifc 
ts at my lodging, and return all in an hour. - 

Gra. We have not made good preparation. 

Sal. We have not fpoke as yet of torch -bearers* 

Sofa. "Us vile, unlefi it may be quaintly ordered,, 
. And better in my mind not undertook. 

Lor. 'Tis now hut four a-clock, we have two honp 
To furaiih us. Friend Launcebt, what's the news ? 
Enter Launcelot with a letter, 

Lou*. An it fliall pleafe you to break up thai, it JhaR 
feem to figni6e. 

Lor. I know the hand, in faith 'tis a fair hand, 
And whiter than the paper that it writ on 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. love-news, in faith* 

Loan. By your leave, Sir* 

Lor. Whither goeft thou ? 

Laun, Marry, Sir, to bid my oldmafter the Jew to fop 
- to-night with my new mafter the chrifHan. 

Lor, Hold, here, take this, tell gentle Jeffica 
I will not fail her, (peak it privately. 
Go, gentlemen, will yoo prepare for th* malk to-night ? 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. [Exit tan. 

Sal. Ay marry, I'll be gone about it ftrait. 

Sola. And fo will I. 

Lor. Meet me and Gratiano 
At Grariam't lodging fome hour hence. 

Sal. 'Tis good we do fo. ) [Exit, 

Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jefiica f 

Ifir. I mute needs tell thee all, (he hath dire&ed 
How I (hall take her from her father's houfe, 
What gold and jeweis (he is furnuVd with, 
What page's fu>t (he hath in ica^inefs, 
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If e'er the Jew her father come to fceaVa, 
It will be for his gentle daughter'* fake : 
And never dare misfortune cro6 her foot, 
Unlefs (he do it, under this excufe, 
That, (he is iflue to a fephlefs Jew I 
Come, go with me, perufe this, as thou goeft, 
Fair Jtffiea mall be myjfeorch^bearer. [Exatttt. 

SCENE VI. k«» ShylockrfWUuncelot. 

Sky. Well, thou malt fee, thy eyes mall be tby judge. 
The difference of. old Sbyiock and Baffimio. 
What, Jtfcm 1 ~ thou fhak not gormandize 

As thou haft done with me what, Jtjic* * — 

And fleep and fnore, and rend apparel out. 
Why, ?#«f I fay. 

Loan. Why, Jefficaf 

Sly. Who bids thee call ? I did not bid thee call. 

Lsun. Your woruip was wont to tell me I could do 10- 
thing without bidding. 

Enter Jeffica. 

Jef. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Sly. I am bid forth to fupper, Jtffic*, 
There are my keys : but wherefore jhpuld I go? 
I am not bid for love j they natter me i 
But yet 1*11 go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal christian. Jeffica, my girl, 
Look to my houfe, I am right loth to go, 
There is feme ill a brewing towards my reft, 
For I did dreain of mony~Vags to-night. 

Laun. I befeech you, Sir, go, my young matter dota 
expect your approach. 

Sly. So dot his. 

Laun. And they have confpircd together, I will not fy 
you ihall fee a maik, but if you do, then it was not for no- 
thing that my nofe fell a bleeding on black monday laft, at 
£x a-clock i* th* morning, falling out that year on Aft- 
Wednefday was four year in the afternoon. 

Sly. .What are thefe maiks ? hear you me, Jtffic*, 
Lock up my doors, and when you hear the drum 
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you upto the cafemcatt then* 

^ v* 
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Nor thruft your head into the pobfick ftrcet 
To gaze on chriflian fools with varninYd faces s 
Bat flop my houfe's ears, I mean my cafements, 
Let not the found of Shallow foppery enter 
My fober houfe. By Jacob** ftaff I fwear, 
1 " I have no mind of feafting forth to night : 
. But I will go 5 go you before me, firrah : 

Say I will come. 
J Loan. Sir, I will go before. 

Miftrefs, look out at a window for ail this, 
There will come a chriftian by, 

Will bcworthajfewajfi* eye. [Exit Lujiu 

Sly. "What fays that fool of Hag tfr's off-fpnng, ha ? 
Jcf. His words were, farewel, miftrefs, nothing elfe. - 
Sby. The patch is kind enough, but a huge feeder ; 
Snail-flow- in profit, and he fleepe by day 
More than the wild cat : drones hive not with me, 
Therefore, I part with him, and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to wafte 
; His borrow'd purfe. Well, Jefftca, go in, 
1 Perhaps I will return immediately • 
1 Shut the doors after you j M bind, fafi find, 
1 A proverb never ftale in thrifty mind. [Exit y 

I Jef. Farewel ; and if my fortune be not croft, 
1 I have a father, you a daughter loft. [Exit, 

SCENE VII. 
Enter Oratiano and Sahnio in mafquerade. 
Gra. This is the pent-houfe under which l*renw de« 
fired us to make a ftand. 
Sal. His hour is almoft paft. 
Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 
I Sal. O, ten times fafter Venn? pidgeons fly 
To feal love*8 bonds new made, 'than they are wont 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ( 

Gra. That ever holds. Who rifeth from a feaft 
With that keen appetite that he fits down ? 
Where is the horfe that doth untread again 
His tedious meafures with th* unhated fire 
That he did pace them fiift? all things that are, 

Are 
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Are with moreipmt chafed than ajpflt . 
How like a youuker or a prodigal 
The fcarfed bark puts from her, native bay, 
Hugg*d anil embraced by the nxumpet wind 1 
How like the prodigal doth flic return^ 
With over-weatber'd ribs and ragged £*U, 
Lean, rent, and' beggar M by the ftcumpet wind ! 
Enter Lorenzo* 

Sal. Here comes Lorenzo : more of this hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, ypur patience for my long abode j 
Not I, but my affairs have made you watt ; 
When you mall pleafc to play the thieves for wives. 
I'll watch as long for you then 3 come, approach $ 
Hem dwells my &ther Jew. Hpa, who's within f 
Jeflaca Jove in Mi cbatbt. 

Jet. Who are you ? tell me for more certainty. 
Albeit rU fwear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. toremtip and thy love* 

Jef. Lorerwcex&ia, and my love indeed $ 
For who love I fo much r and now who knowt 
But you, Loremeo, whether I am yours ? 

Lor. HeavUiand thy gioiiajhts are witnefithat thmirt* 

Jo[i Here, catch Uu? caflcet, it is worth the pains. 
I'm glad *t» night, you do not look on me, I 

For I am much aAam'd of my exchange $ 
But loVe is blind, and lovers cannot fee , 

The pretty follies that themlehres commit $ 
For if they could, Ctou/himfelf would bluih 
To fee me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Defcend, for you muft be my torch-bearer. 

jfrf; What;, muft I hold a. candle to my frames? 
They in themfelves good-fqoth are too, too light. 
Why, 'tis an office of difenvery, love, 
And I (hould be obfcur'4. 

Lor. So are you, fweejt, 
Ev*n in the lovely garnijh of a boy. 
But come at once — — 
For the clofe night doth p'ay the runaway, 
And we are ftaid for at S^Janh % % fea(t 

Jef. Iu^maJs«£ l ftthq4o < ^ j^gUdmyfolf 
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With fome more ducats, and be with you ftrait. 

Gra, Now by my hood, a Gentile^ and no Jew. 

Lor* Bdhrew me, but I love her heartily, 
For (ht is wife, if I can judge of her j 
And fair fbe k, if that mine eyes be true 5 
And true Chie it, as fee hath prov'd her felf j 
And therefore like her felf, wife, fair, and true. 
Shall ihe*be placed In my confbht foul. 

Re-enter Jeflica. 
What, art thou come ? on, gentlemen, away } 
Our maflring mates by this time for us flay. 

[Exit, with Jeffica. 
Enter Anthonio. 

Antb, Who's there ? 

Gra, Signior Anthonio } 

Antb. Fie, Gratiano, where are all the reft ? 
"Us nine a-dock, our friends all flay for you ; 
I have fent twenty out to feek for you. 
No maik to-night, the wind is come about, 
Bajanio prefently will go aboard. 

Gra, Vm glad on't, I defire no more delight 
Than to be under fail, and gone to-night. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Vin. Belmont. 
Enter Portia with Morochius and both their trains, 

for. Go, draw afide the curtains, and difcover 
The fcv*ral caflcets to this noble Prince. 
Now make your choice. [Tbree caftets are difcover' A 

Mor. The nrft of gold, which this infcription bear*, 
Wbo cbnfetb me, Jbaff gain what many men defire % ^ 
The fecond filver, which this promife carries, 
Who cbnfetb me, Jball-get as mucb as be dcferves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt, 
Who cbufetb me, mufl give and baxard all be bath* 
How (hall I know if I do chufe the right ? 

Por. The one of them contains my picture, Prince, 
If you chufe that, then I am yours withal. 

Mor. Some God direct my judgment ! let me fee, 
I will furvey th' inscriptions back again ; 
What lays this leaden cafket ? 
Wha cbufetb me, mufi give and hazard all he hath, 
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Mud give, for what ? for lead ? hazard for lead } 
This caflcet threatens. Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages t 
A golden mine ftoops not to (hows of drofi, 
1*11 then not give nor hazard ought for lead. 
What fays the tilver with her virgin hue ? 
Who cbufetb me, flail get as much as be deferves. 
As much as he deferves? paufe there, Marocbius, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand j 
If thou be'ft rated by thy estimation, 
Thou doft defcrve enough, and yet enough 
May not extend fo far as to the lady 5 
And yet to be afraid of my deferring, * 
Were but a weak difebling of my feJf. . 

As much as I deferve ? why, that's the lady 1 

I do in birth deferve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and 5n qualities of breeding : 

But more than thefe, in Jove I dp deferve. ' 

What if I ftray'd no farther, but chofe here ? 

Let's fee once more this faying grav'd in gold. 

Who cbufetb aw, flail gat* what many nun defire. 

Why, that's the lady 5 all the world defires her ; . 

From the four corneft of the -earth they cojsfch 

To kifs this (brine, this mortal breathing faint* 

Th' 'Hircanian deferts and the vaftje wilds 

Of wide Arabia are as thorough- fares now, 

For Princes to come view fair Portia, ; % 

The wat'ry kingdom, whofe ambitious Bead 

Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To ftop the foreign fpirits, but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia. 

One of thefe three contains her heav'nly picture. 

Is't like that lead contains her ? 'twere damnation 

To think fo bafe a thought : it were too grofi 

To rib her fearcloth in the obfcqre grave. 

Or (hall 1 think in filver (he's immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalued to try'd gold t 

O finful thought, never fo rich a gem 

Was fet in worfe than gold ! they have in England 

A coin that bean the figure of an angel 



, d by Google 



75k Merchant *f V^iice* 239 

Scamped in gold, but that's fafqiipt *pon t . v : 

But here an an|el in a golden bed 
Lyes all witBin. Deliver me the key $ 
Here do I chufe, and thrive I as I may ! 

/V. There take it, Prince, a»d if my form lye* therey 
Then lam 7001*. . [Unlocking tke gold eajketi. 

Mor. O hell ! what bate we tire ?. a carrion death* 
Within whofe empty eye there is a fcmwl < t J 

TJl read the writing. .... , 

Ail that gUfien is not gold, 
Often have you heard that told; 
Many a man bis life bath fold, 
But my outfide to behold, .. 
Gilded wood may "worms infold t 
Had you teen as wife as bold, 
Young in- limbs, its judgment > old, 
Your anfiverbmd not been inferoPde 
Fare yoa well, your fiat is cold. 
Mor, Cold indeed, and labour loft t x 

Thenrfatewel, heat 5 and welcome, froft : , 

Portia, adieu ! I have too grievM a heart . . . C 

To take a-cediotii leave : thus lofers part. [Exit. 

Por. A gentle riddance i-diaw the curtains, go j 
Let all of his cdmpfation chwe me fo ! f £**»#« 

SCENE IX. *W<*. . 
' £s*ir Soiarino aw/ SaJanio. 
Sal Why, man, I faw Baffanm under fail, » 
With him i%Grdtiamx gone along, 
And in their fhip Tmtfare Loremap is not. 

&>/*. The villain Jewvrixh outcries rafe'd the Dufce* 
Who went with hhn to fearch BafiinWs fliip., 

&/. He came too late, the fhip was under fail $ 
But there the Duke was givM to undecftand 
That in a Gondola were feea together 
Lorenzo and his am'rous J^ffica 1 
Bsiides, Antbknh certify A tnesDnsK 
They were ifot .with Baffttiiio in Ki* Hup* 

Sola. I never Iv^ria'paflsoorihconfasM* . , . 
So ftrange, ontrageous, dad fo variable^ 
As the dog Jew did utter in thaftettts.; . ..... 

t&oL.li. U . My 
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- My daughter, O my ducats, O my daughter I 
Fled with a chriftian ? Omy chriftian ducats ! 
Juftice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter I 
A fealcd bag, two iealed bags of ducats, 
Of double ducats, ftol'n from me by my daughter! 
And jewels, two ftones, rich and precious fanes, 
StoPa b/ my daughter ! jufHce ! find fbe girl ; 
She hath the ftones upon her, and the ducats. 

Sal, Why all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying his ftones, his daughter, and his ducats* 

Sola. Let good Antbomo look he keep his day, 
Or he (hall pay for this. 

Sal, Marry, well rememberM. 
I rejfonM with a Frenchman yefterday, 
Who told me, in the narrow feas that part 
The French and Englijb, there mifcarried 
A vcflcl of our country richly fraught : 
I thought upon Antixmio when he mid me, 
And wuVd in filence that it were not his* 

Sola. You were beft to tell Ambomo what you hear. 
Yet do not fuddenly, for it may grieve him. 

Sal. A kinder Gentleman treads not the earth. 
I faw Bafanio and Anthmofut. 
JUffanfo told htm he would make fane fpted 
Of his return: he anfwerM, do not so, 
Slubber not buuneis for my take, Baffin*, 
But *ftay die very riping of the time j 
And for the Jew's bond which he hath of me. 
Let it not enter in your mind of love : 
Be merry, and employ your cfaiefeft thoughts 
To courtihip, and fuch fair orients of lost 
As ihall conveniendy become you there. 
And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind hioy 
And with afte&ion wond'rous fenfible 
He wrung Baffanio't hand, and fo they parted. * 

Sola. I dunk he only loves the world tjx fen* 
I pray thee, let , us go and find him Out, 
And quicken his embraced heaviods 
With fane delight or other. 



A* 
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Sal. Do we fo. [Exeunt* 

SCENE X. Belmont. 
Erttir Nerifla tmtb a Servant, 

Her. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain ftrait, 
The Prince of Arragon hat ta'cn his oath, . 
And comes to hit eledion prefently. 

Emttr Arragon, bis train, Portia. Flor. Cornets. TU 
Cajkete ate difawer% 

Par. Behold there ftands the caikets, noble Prince % 
If yon chute that wherein I am contained, 
Strait /hall our nuptial rites be folemniz'd : 
But if you fail, without more fpeecb, my lord, 
You muft be gone from hence immediately. 

Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath t' obfervc three things | 
Firft, never to unfold to any one 

Whuji cafket 'twas I chofe ; next, if I fail . . 

Of the right caiket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage : 
tarr, if I fail in fortune of my choice,, 
Immediately to leave you and be gone* 

Pan To thefe injun&ions every one doth fweat 
That comes to hazard for my worthiefc felf, 

Ar. And G> have I addrert me $ fortune now 
To my heart's hope I gold, fihef , and bafe lead. 
Who ebufetb im, muft give and hazard all be batb % 
You fliall look fairer ere I give or hasard. 
What kys the golden chert ? ha, let me fee ; 
Who ebufetb me, jball gain what many men defire. 
What many men defire — *— that may be meant 
Of the full multitude that chufe by (how, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach 4 
Which pryes, not to th* interior : like the martlet 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 
Ev*n in the force and road of cafualty. 
I will not chufe what many men defire, 
Becaufe I will not jump with common fpiriti, 
And rank me. with the barb'rous multitudes. 
Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfe : 
Tell me once more, what title thou doft bear : 
Wb* ebmfitb me, Jball get as much as be dejerves $ 
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And well (aid too, for who mall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the flamp of merit ? let none pre&me 
To wear an undeferved dignity * 
Othateftates, degrees, and offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly, that clear fKMow 
Vifete purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then fliould cover, that Aand bare ?. 
How many be commanded, that command ? 
How much low peafantry would then be gleaned 
From the true feed of honour ? how much honour 
Pickt from the chaff and ruin of the times, • 
To be new varnifli'd ? well, but to my ehoice : 
Who sbufetb me, frail get as witch' as be defirvest 
A key for this ; i will affumtf defert, 
And inftantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Per. Too long a paufe for that which you find there. * 
Wnbcking the fiver cafiet\ 
Ar. What's here«f the portrait of a blinking idiot, J 
Prefenting me afcbedule ? I will read it : 
How much unlike art tfrou t6 Portia t 
How much unlike my hopes and' my deferring* ? 
JVbo cbujetb me, frail have as mueb as be defervts. 
Did I deferve no more than a fool's head ? 
Is that my prize ? are my deferts no better ? 

Por. To offend and judge are diftinfr ofices, - 
And of oppoied natures. , 
Ar. What is here? 

The jirefeifn times tried tbis, 

Sev'n times tried that judgment is 

That did nevfrcbufe amifs. 
• Some there be that Jbadows kifs, 

Sueb bane but a Jbadovfi btifs : 

Tbere be fools ahve, I wis, 
^ Sihver y d o*er, and fr was tbis : 

Take wbat wife ydu will to bed % 

1 will ever be your bead : 

So be gone, Sir, you are Jpedi 
Ar. Still more fool Tftall appear 
JJy the tin* I linger here : 
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WJth one fool's head I came to woo* 

But I go away with two. 

Sweet, adieu! I'll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. [Emu 

Por. Thus hath the candle fing'd the moth & 
O thefe deliberate fook ! when they do chufe, 
They have the wifdom by their wit to lofe. 

ivV. The ancient laying is no herefy, 
Hanging and wiving go by deftiay. 

Pw. Come, draw the curtain, Nerijfa, 
Enter a Servant* 

Serv. Where is my lady? 

Par. Here, what would my lord ? 

Strv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate » 

A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To figniry th* approaching of his lord, 
From whom he bringeth fenfible regreets j 
To wit, befides commends and courteous breathy 
Gifts of rich value \ yet I have not feen 
€0 likely an ambaffador of love. 
A day in April never came fo fweer, « 
To mow how coflly fummer was at hand, 
Aa this rore-fpurrer comes before his lofcf. 

Par. No more, I pray thee j I am half afraid 
Tbou'lt fay anon, he is fome kin to the e, 
Thou fpend'ft fuch high-day wit in praifuig him : 
Come, come, NeriJ/a, for I long to fee 
Quick Ci£*<fs port ; that comes fo mannerly. 

JW. Bajfanie, lord Love ! if thy will it be ! [Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

Venue. Enter Salanio and Solarino. 
Sola. *^*T OW, what news on the Ryaho ? 

±\ Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheckt, that 
A*tho*io hath a fliip of rich lading wreck'd on the nar- 
- row feas 5 the Goodwins, I think, they call the place ; a 
very dangerous flat and fatal, where the carcafes of many a 
tall feip lie bury'd, as they lay, if my goflip Report be an 
feoocft woman of her word, 

V 3 Sola* 
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Sola. I would fbe^vere as lying a goffcp in that, as ever 
knspt ginger, or made her neighbours believe fhe wept fifcr 
the death of a third hufband. But it is true, without tray 
'flips of prolixity, or crofting the plain high-way of talk, 

that the good Antbonio, the honeft Anthoni* . O that I 

had a title good enough to keep his name company J 

Sal. Come, the full flop. «• 

Sola, Ha, what fay'ft thou ? why, the end is, he hath 
loft a fhip. ' 

Sol. 1 would it might prove the end of his foflfes. ♦ 

Sola. Let me fay Amen betimes, left the devil crofj my 
prayer ; for here he comes in the likeneft of a Jew. 'How 
now, Sbylock, what news among the? merchants ?' 
Enter Shylock. 

Sky. You knew (none fo well, none fo well as you) of 
my daughter's flight. , • • 

Sal. That's certain j I for my part knew the taylpf that 
made the wings fhe flew withal. • -• 

Sola. And Sbylock for his own part knew the bird was 
fledg'd, and then it is the completion of them all to feat* 
the dam. 

Shy. She is damn'd for it. 

Sal. That's certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flefh and blood to rebel ! 

Sola. Out upon it, old carrion, rebels it at thefe years ? 

Sby. 1 fay, my daughter is my flefh and blocd. 

Sal. There is more difference between thy flefh and Iters, 
than between' jet and ivory j more between your bloods, 
than there is between red wine and rhenifh : but tell us, do 
you hear whether /untbonio have had aoy lofs at fea or no? 

Sby. There I have another bad match j a bankrupt, a 
prodigal, Who dares fcarce mew his head on the Ryalsp^ a 
beggar, that us'd to come fo fmug upon the mart I let him 
look to his bond 5 he was wont to call me ufurer j let him 
look to his bond j he was wont to lend mony for a chriftiaa 
'courtefie ; let him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why, lam Aire, if he forfeit, thou wilt not take 
' his flefh : what's that good for ? 

Sby. To bait fifh withaL If it will feed nothing *|fc, 
it will feed toy revenge « he hath difgrte'd me, and 

hindei'd 
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tMnderVl me half a million, laught at my tofles, mockt 
at my gains, feorn-d my nation, thwarted my bargain*, 
vooi'd- my friends, heated mine enemies j and what's 
his realbn ? I am a Jew. . Hath not a Jew eyes ? 
hath nqt a Jew hands, organs, dimensions, fenfes, affec- 
tions, paffipm? fed with the fame food, hurt with the 
fame weapons, fubje& to the fame difeafes, heaPd by the 
lame means, warm'd and cooTd by the fame fummer and 
winter as a chriftian is ? if you prick us, do we not 
Heed? if yau tickle us, do we not laugh > if you poifon 
«*, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, mall we not re-. 
^enge ? if we arc like you in the reft, we will refemble 
you ip that. If a Jew wrong a chriftian, what is his hu- 
mility? Revenge. 'If a chriftian wrong a Jew, what 
mould his fufferance be by chriftian example ? why, Re- 
venge. The villany you teach me I will exeeute, and it 
nail go hard but I will better the inftruc"tion» 
Enter a Servant frem Anthonio. 

Ser. Qentlemen, my rmbtr Antbonio is at hishoufe, and 
defires to fpeak with you both. \ 

Sal. We have been up and down to feek him. 
Enter Tubal. 
- • Stla . Here comes another of the tribe j a third cannot 
be matched, unlefs the devil himfelf turn Jew, 

[Exeunt Sala. and Solar. 

Sty. How now, Tubal y what news from Gemua t haft 
thou found my daughter > 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but cannot 
find her. 

Sty. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond gone 
% coft mo two thoufand ducats in Frankfort i the curfe oeifer 
fell upon our nation *till now, I never felt it *till now ; two 
thomand ducats in that, and other precious, precious 
jewels ! I would my daughter were dead at my foot, and 
the jewels in her ear } O, would flie were hers*d at my 
foot, ?nd the ducats in her coffin. No news of them ; 
why, fo ! and I know not what fpent in the fearch ! why 
then lofs u.pdn lofs ; the thief gone with fo much, and fo 
much to 'find the thief; and no fatisfacTion, no revenge, 

nor 
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nor 00 ill luck flirting, but what light* 0*017 wouldets, nt> 
fighs but o'my breathing, no tears bat o'my {b ed ding . 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill lack too; Anibomio, m 
I heard in Gtuoua — - 

Sty. What, what, illluck, ill lock? 

Tub. Hath an Argofie caft away, coming ftum TripoS*. 

Sby. I thank God, thank God; bit true? it it true? 

7* «*. I fpoke With fome of the iailors that efcapM the 
wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tubal $ good news, gpodnewsg 
ha, ha, where ? in Gtnoua f 

Tub, Your daughter fpent in Gtnoua, as I heard, one 
night fourfcore ducats. 

&&y. Thou ftick'ft a dagger ia me; I wall oeyef fee my 
gold again ; fourfcore ducats at a fitting, fourfcore ducats ! 

Tub, There came divers of Attbonift creditors ia my 
company to Venice, that Cwear he cannot chufe hut break. 

Sky. I am glad of it, 1*11 plague him, 1*11 torture him; 
J am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them (hew*d me a ring that he had of 
your daughter for a monky. 

Sty. Out upon her, thou tortureft me. Tubal; it was 
my Turauotft, I had it oiLtab when I was a batcheJor ; I 
would not have given it for a wilderneJs of monkies* 

Tub. Bat Antbonio is certainly undone. 

$by. Nay, that*atrue, that's very true; gs, fee me a* 

officer, befpeak him a fortnight before. I will have the 1 

heart of him, if he forfeit; fox were he out of Vtmct, I 

can make what merchandize I will : go, go, Tubal, and 

meet me at our fynagogue ; go, good Tubal 5 at our iyna- 

goguo, TubaL [Exmut % 

SCENE II. Belmont. 

Enttr Baflanio, Portia, Gratiano, aedatundantu 

Tie cafittt art fet out, 

T#. I pray you, tarry, paufe a day or two 
Before you hazard j for in chufing wrong 
I lofe your company ; forbear a while. 
There's fometbing tells me, but it is not love, 
I would not lofe you ; and, you know your fidf, 
. Hate counfclfi not in fuch a quality, 

1 But 
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Bat left youfiioujd toot underftfcnd dm weJJ, 
And yet * maiden hath no toague but thought, 
I would detail yon Jiere fbme month ot two* 
Before you venture /or me. I could teach you 
How to chufe fight, but I am then forsworn > 
So will I never be ; fo may you rm£ me, 
But if you do, you'll make mewiA a 6a» 
That I had Jwsaforfwora. BdEhrew yoiuj eyes, . 
They have a'erlook'd me, and divided me ; 
One half pf me is yours, the other half 
Mine own, I would fay : but if mine, then youo 5 
And fo all yours. Alas ! thefe naughty times 
Put bars between, the owners and their rights : 
And fo tho' yours, not yours ; but prove it fo, 
Let fortune go to hell for it, not me. 
I fpeak too long, hut 'to to, peece the time, 
To ecfet it, and to (draw it out in length, 
To ftay you, from election. 
. Bsfi bet me chufe: 
For as J am^ I live upon the rack, - 

Por. Upon the rack, Bajfanio ? then confeui 
What treafon the^p is mingled with your love > 

Bajf. None but that ugly treafon of miftruft, 
Whici* makes me fear th* enjoying of my love i 
sphere may as well be amity and life 
'Tween Ihow an<} fire, as treafon and my love. 

Por. Ay, but I fear you fpeak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do fpeak any thing. 

Baffi Promife me life, and Til confefs the tr&th. 

Por. Well then, confefs and live. 

Baffl Confefs and love 
Had been the very fum'of my conremon. 
O huf>py -torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me anfwers for deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caiketi. 

Por. Away then. I am lockt in one of them, 
If you do love me, you will find me out* 
Ntrijfa, and the reft, ftand all aloof, 
Let mufick found while he doth make his choice ; 
Then if he l<)fe, he-makes a fwan-hke end, 

.1/ Fading 
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Fading in mufick. That the companion 

May ftand more joft, my eye (hall be the ftream 

And wat'ry death-bed for him : he may win, 

And what is mufick then ? then mufick is 

Even as the flourifh, when true futgeds bow 

To a new crowned monarch : foch it is, 

As are thofe dulcet (bunds in break of day, 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 

And fummon him to marriage. Now he goes 

With ho lets pretence, but with much more lowe* 

Than joasngAlcides, when he did redeem 

The virgin-tribute paid by howling Trey 

To trie fea-monfter : I ftand for lacrmce $ 

The reft aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared vi&ges come forth to view 

The iffue of th' exploit. Go, Hercules, 

Live thou, I live } with much, much more difinay 

I view the right, than thou that mak'ft the fray, 

[Mu/Uk< 

A Song wbilfl Baifaiuo comments on the caputs f bimjetf, 
Tell me inhere is fancy bred, ^ 
Or in tke heart, or in the bead? 
How begot, bow nourifbedt 

P*ejfc» 
St is engendered in the eyes, 
With gazing fed, and fancy dies 
Jn the cram where it tyes : 
Lee us all ring fancfs knell, 
rift-begin it. 
Ding, dong, bell. 

All. Ding, dong, bell. 

Bajf. So may the outward (hows be leaft $*inij4ves $ 
The world is ftUl deceived with Ornament, 
In law what plea £b tainted and corrupt, 
But being feafonM with a gracious voice, 
Obfcures the (how, of evil ? in religion 
What damned error, but feme fober brow * 

Will ble& it, and approve it with a teat, 
Hiding the groQhefe wkk £ur ornament I 
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There is no vice fo fimple, but aflumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward partly 
Slow many cowards, whofe hearts are all as falfe 
-As flairs of fand, wear yet upon their rh«n » 
The beards of Hercules and frowning Af<rri $ 
"Who, inward fearcht, have livers white as milk ? 
And thefe aflunoe but * valour's excrement, 
To render^them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you mall fee 'tis purchas'd by the weight* 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Making them lighted that wear moft of it: 
So arejhofecrifpedrfnaky golden locks, 
Which make fucii wanton gambols with the wind 
Upon fuppofed fafrnefs, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond head, 
The fltull, that bred them, in the fepulcber. 
Thus Ornament is but the gilded fhore 
To a moft dang'rous fea j the beauteous fcarf 
Veiling an Indian f dowdy ; in a word, 
• The feeming troth which cunning times put oq 
T* entrap the wifeft. Then, thou gaudy gold, 
Hafd food for Midas, I will none of thee : 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager Ie*dj 
Which rather threatneft than doft promife Ought j 
Thy plainncis moves me more than eloquence, ' 

And nere chufe J, joy be the confequence ! 

Par. How all the other paflions fleet to air, 
As doubtful thoughts, and ram embrae'd defpair, 
And fliudd'ring fear, and green, ey'd jealoufte. 
Be moderate, love ! allay thy ecftafie j 
In meafure rain thy joy, fcant this excels, 
I feel too much thy blefllng 5 make it lefs, 
For fear I forfeit. [Opening the leaden ctjkef. 

Baf. What do I find here? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? what Demy-god 
Hath come fo near creation } move thefe eyes ? 
Or whether riding on the balls of mine 

• That is, a hard. 

f The word foul) h ufcd nnhiyin Ktm* and Jul. 

Seem 
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Seem they in motion ? here are feverM lips 

Parte<f with fugarM breath 5 fo fweet a bar 

Should fonder inch fweet friends : here in her hair 

The painter plays the fpider, and hath woven 

A golden mefli t* intrap the hearts of men 

Farter than gnats m cobwebs : bat her eyes, m - 

How could he fee to do them ? having made one, " 

Methinks it fhould have pow'r to ileal both hit, 

And leave it felf • unfaraiflTd : yet how far 

The fubftance of my pralfe doth wrong tins fiudour 

In underpriung it, fo far this rhadow 

Doth limp behind the fubftance. Here** the faowl* 

The continent and fummary of my fortmet 

You that cbufe not by the view, 

Chance at fair K and cbufe as true! 

Since this fortune folk to you, 

Be content, and feci no new. 

If you be well fleas* dwhb this. 

And bold your fortune for your Uifi, 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kifs. 
A gentle fcrowl 5 lair lady, by your leave, [Kjfotg i 
I come by note to give, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he bath done well in people's eyes $ 
Hearing applaufe and univerfai iheut, 
Giddy in fpirit, gazing ftill in doubt) 
Whether tho{e peals of prai(e. be his or no } 
So (thrice fair kdy) ftand I, even fo, 
As doubtful whether what I fee be truej 
Until conflrm'd, flgn'd, rarifyM by you. 

Per. You fee, my lord Baffanio, where I (faat?, 
Such as I am $ tho" for my felf alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wife, * 
To wilh my felf much better $ yet for yo» t 
1 would be trebled twenty times my felf,, 
A thou fa nd times more fair, ten thoufand times 
More rich, that, to ftand high in your account, 

• Thut it, not fumi/hM with another eye. 

* t 
■ 
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I might in virtu*, beauties li*fl«fc, friends, » 
Exceed account : but the t$ r om tf lie 
Is Aim of noting, which, to'tam.iagrofs, ', 
Is an iroleuWd «d, unfehoord, iinpra&tVd ! 
Happy in this, Ae is not yet fo oU 
But lhe may leamf nwre happy then in this, 
She is not breoTo dull but /He can learn: 
Happieft of all is,' that her gentle fpirit 
Commits it felf to yours to be direfled, 
As from her lord, her.governor, her King: 
My felf, and what is mine, to you and vows 
Is now converted. I but now was I*dy 
Of this fair mannon, miftrefs of my farvan*, - 
Queen o'er my felf; and even now, but now/ 
This houfe, thefe fervants, and this Jape my felf 
Are yours, my lord : I give them with thiamin*, 
Which when you part from, Jofc or give nwayT 
Let it prefage the ruin of your love, 
And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Baff. Madam, you have bereft me of all word*, 1 
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins j 
And there-is fuch confufion in my pow'i «, 
As, after foroe oration fairly fpoke « 
By a beloved Prince,, there doth appear 
Among thehuzaing piea&d multitude, 
Where every fomethmg, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, fave of joy 
Expreft, andnatexpreft. But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence r 
O, then be bold to fay, Baffanio't dead. 

ivYr. My Wand lady, it-h now out time, 
That have flood by, and feen our wiihes profpar, 
.To cry good joy j good joy, my lord and lady I . 

Gra. My MBaffamo, and n>? gaidelady, 
I wifli you all the jo x that you can wiA j 
For I am fure you can wiA none 60m P me : * 
And when your honours mean to folemnia* 
The bargain of yottr Akh, I do befecch you 
Kv'a at that time I may be married too. 

• Taai h t tfiftioft from m» aad tay wifhss, 

V **- n. X Baff. 
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Bajfi With all my heart, fo thou canft. get a wife. 

Gra. I thank your fordflup, you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as fwift as yours : 
You faw the miftrefi, . I beheld the maid ; 
You lbv'd j I lov'd $ for intermiffion 
No more pertains to me, my Iqrd, than you. 
Your fortune food upon the caiket there, 
And fa did mine too as the matter falls t 
For wooing here until I fweat again, 
And fwearing till my very roof was dry 
"With oaths of love 5 at lift, if promifc lad, 
I got a promife of this fair one here 
To have her leve, provided that your fortune * 
Atchiev'd her miftrefi. 

Por. Is this true, Nwiffk? 

Ntr. Madam, it is, fo you ftand pleas'd withal. 

Baff. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith ? 

Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

BaJJ. Our feaft fhall be much honoured in your marriage, 

Gra. .We'll play with them, tnefirft boy for a thou&nd 

JvYr. What, anil ftake down ? [ducats. 

Gra. No, we Iball ne'er win at that fport,arld ftake down. 
But who cornel here } Lrtnao and his infidel ? 
What, and my old Venetian friend, Salaniof 
SCENE III. Enter Loreneo, Jeffica, aWSaJankfc 

Baffl Lorenxo and Salam'o, welcome hither, 
If that the youth of my new intereft here 
Have pow'r to bid you welcome. By your leave, 
I bid my very friends and country-men 
(Sweet Portia J welcome. 

Por. So do I, my lord ) they are intirely welcome. 

Lor, I thank your honour : for my part, my lord, 
My purpofe was not to -have feen you here, 
But meeting with Saianio by the way, 
He did intreat me, paft all faying nay, 
To come with- him along. 

Sal. Idtd/mylord, 
And I have reason f©r*t $ SigAior^M* 
Commends him to yoo. . IGh* bim * lettm 

B*]f. Ere. I one his letter, . • 

'■•- - - : « I 
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I pray yon, tell me bow my good friend doth. 

Sat. Not fick, my lord, unlets it be in mind i 
Nor well, unlefs in mind : his letter there 
Will (hew you his eftate. 

.Baflianio Opens the Utter, . 

Gra, NeriJJa, cheejr yond ftranger. Bid her welcome* 
Your hand, Satanio j what's the news from Venice t 
How doth that royal -merchant, good AntbwM t 
I know he will be glad of our fuccefs : 
We are the Jafm, we have won the fleece. 

Sal. Would you had won the fleece that he hath loft \ 

Per, There are fome fhrewd contents in yond lame paper, 
That ftcal the colour from BaJJanio's cheek : 
Some dear friend dead ; elfe nothing in the world, 
Could turn fo much the conftitution 
Of any conftant man. What, worfe and worfe ! 
With leave, Bajfanto, I am half your felf, 
Aqd I oanft have* the half of any thing 
That this fame paper brings you. 

Bag. O fweet Portia ! 
Here are a few of the unpleafant'ft words 
That ejres blotted paper. Gentle lady, 
When I did firft impart my love to you, 
I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ran in my veins, I was a gentleman; 
And then I told you true ; and vet, dear lady, 
Rating my felf at nothing you fhall fee 
How much I was a braggart t when I told you 
My fate was nothing, I mould then have, told you, 
That I was worfe than nothing. For indeed 
1 have engag'dmy felf to a dear friend ; 
Engag'd my friend to his meer enemy, 
To feed my means. Here b a letter, lady, 
The paper is the body of my friend, 
And every word in it a gaping wound, 
IfTuing fife-Mood. But is it true, Satanio t 
Have all his ventures fail'd ? what, not one hit 
From TritoHt, from Mexico, from England, 
From Lijbort, Barhary, and India t 
And sot one veffel 'fcap'd the dreadful touch gm 
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Of merchant- marring rocfes ? ' 

S*/. Not one, my lord. 
Bcfidcs, it mould appear, that If he had 
The prefent mony to difcharge the Jew, 
He would not take it; Never did I know 
A* creature', that did bear the fliape of man, 
So keen and greedy to confdund a man. 
He plies the Duke at morning and at night, 
And doth impeach the freedom of the ftate, 
If they deny him juflice. Twenty merchants, 
The Duke himfelf, and the Magniiicoes 
Of greateft port have all perfnaded with him, 
But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of juffice-, and his bond. 

Jef. When I was with him, I have heard him fwear, 
To Tubal and to Cbut his country-men, 
That he would rather have Aniho*i(?i Hdh 
Than twenty times the value of the fum 
That he did owe him ; and I know, my lord, 
If law, authority, and -pow'r deny not, 
It will go hard with poor Anthnio. 

P&r. Is it your dear friend that is thus in trouble ? 

Baffl The dearctt friend to me, the kindeft man, 
The beft condition'd.and unweary'd fpirit 
In doing courtefies J and one in whom 
The ancient Jtman honour more appears 
Than any that, drawshreath in It oh. 

For. What fum owes he the Jew t 

BaJJ. v F6r me three thoufand ducaty 

For. What, no more ? 
Pay him fix thoufand, and deface the hood ; 
Double fix thoufand, and then treble that, 
Before a friend Of this description 
Shall lofe a*hair through my Bajfanid*s fault* 
Firft go with me to church, arid call roe wife, 
And then ajway to Venia to your friend : 
For never /Kail you, lie ty Portia* % fide 
With an unquiet foul. . You mall have gold 
To pay the petty de_bt twenty times over, ' 
When it is paid, bring yo»r teue friend along. 
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My maid Neriffa and my felf mean time 
Will live as maids and widows : come away, 
For yoa mall hence upon your wedding-day.* * 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 
Baff. reads. Sweet Baflanio, my Jhipi have atl ntifcarry'J, 
my creditors, grow cruel, my eft ate is very low, my bond to 
tbe Tew is forfeit ; and Jtnce in paying it it is impojibte 1 
Jbouldlive, all debts are cleared between fou and me, if I 
might but fee you at my death j mtwithpanding ufe your 
pleafuri i if your love do not perfuadeyou to come, let not my 
letkr. 

Por. O love ! difpatch all bufinefs* and be gone. 
Baff. "Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make hafte 2 but 'till 1 come again, 
No bed Jhall e'er be guilty of my flay, N 

Nor reft be interpofer *twixt us twain. [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. Venice. 
Enter Shylock, Solarino, Anthonlo, and the Coaler* 
SSy. ~Goaler, look to him : tell not me of mercy* 
This is the fool that lent out many gratis, 
Xkaler, look to him. 
% Anth. Hear me yet, good Shylock, 

Shy. Til have my bond: fpeak i»t againir/mj $odd ; 
Fve fworn an oath that I will have my bond. 
Thou call'dft me dog before thou hadft a caufe s 
But fince I am a dog, beware my fengg : 
The Duke Audi grant me juftice. I do wonder, 
Thou naughty goaler, that thou art fo fond 
To come abroad with him at his requeft. 
A*tb. I pray thee, hear me fpeak. 
Shy, 1*11 have my bond : I will not hear thee fpeak : 
Til have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more ; 
I'll not be made a fort and dull-ey'd fool; 
To fliake the head, relent, and figh and yield 
To chriftbn mterceffors. follow not : 
-I'll have nofpeaking : I will have my bond. [Etit Shylock, 
Sola. It is the moft impenetrable cur 
• - — • your wedding-day. 
Bid your friend* welcome, Qxtvr n merry cheer } 
Since yoa are dear bought. 1 will lore you dear*. 
aUt let me hear, ttt. / _ 

* -X| * «« 
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That ever kept with men. 

Anth. Let bun alone, 
1*11 follow him no more with bootlefs pray'rs : 
He feeks my life j his reafon well I know j 
! I oft deliver'd from his forfeitures 
•Many that have at times made moan to me j 
Therefore he hates me. 

Sola, I am fure the Duke 
JS^U never grant this forfeiture to hold. 

Antb. The Duke cannot deny the courfe of law | 
For the commodity that ftrangers have 
With us in Venice , if it be deny*d, 
Will much impeach thejuftke of the ftate* 
Since that the trade and jwofit of the city 
Confifteth of all nations. Therefore go, 
*t hefe griefs and lofles have fo * bated me, 
That I fliall hardly (pare a pound of flefli 
To morrow to my bloody creditor* 
Well, goaler, on 5 pray God, Baffanio came 
To fee me pay his debr, and then I care not ! \ Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Belmont. 
Enter Porta, Nerifla, Lorenzo, Jef&ca, and Balthaar. 

Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your preience, 
You have a. noble and a true conceit 
Of God-like amity, which appears ftrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your lord. 
But if you' knew to whom you fhew this honour, 
How true a gentleman you fend rejief to, 
How dear a lover of my lord your hufband, 
I know you would be prouder of the work, 
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

Por. I never did repent of doing good, 
And Jhall not now J for in companions 
That do converfe and wafte the time together, 
Whof© fouls do ^ear an equal yoke of love^ 
There mud be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit 5 
Which makes me think that this Antbonio, 
Being the bofom ~lover of my lord, 
Miift needs be like my lotf.* If it be fo, 

Ho* 
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How little is the coft I have bellowed 

In purchafing the fcmblance of my foul 

From out the fate of helliih cruelty ! 

This comes too near the praifag of my felf ; 

Therefore no more of it : hear other things j 

Lorenzo, I commit into your bands 

The hulbafjdryand manage of my houie, 

Until my lord's return. For mine own part, • 

I have tow'rd heaven breath'd a fecret vow, . 

To live in prayer and contemplation. 

Only attended by Neriffa here, 

Until her huiband and my lord's return. 

There is a roonaftery two miles off, 

And there we will abide* , I do defireyou 

Not to deny this knpofition, 

The which my love and fame neceflfty 

Now lay upon yen. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart } 
I mall obey you in all fair commands. 

Par. My people do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledge you and jMiea 
In place of lord Bajfanio and my lelf. 
So fare you well 'till we ihall meet again. ' 

Lor. Fair thoughts and happy hours attend on you ! 

Jef. I wifli your ladyfllip all heart's content. 

Por. I thank you for your wifli, and am well pleas'd 
To wifli it back on you.: fare you well, Jeffica. 

[Exe.]e(.anJU>r< 
Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honefr, true, 
So let me find thee ftill : take this fame letter, 
And ufe thou all th* endeavour of a man, 
In fpeed to Padua 5 fee thou render this 
Into my couuVs hand, .doctor Bel/aria, 
And look what notes and garments he doth give the*, , 
JBring them, I pray thee, with imaguVd fpeed 
Unto the Trajeci, s to the common ferry 
"tfhich trades to Vtnice s wafte no time in words, 
Jut get thee gone J I mall be there before thee. * * 

Bal. Madam, I go with all convenient fpeed, [E*!t. 
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Pon Come 00, Nertffa, I have work in hand 
That you yet know not of: we'll lee our huflands 
Before they think of us, 

Ner. ShaH they fee us ? 

Por. They lhafi, Nerfffa 5 but in fuch a habit, 
That they mill think we are accompliflied 
With what we lack. Til hold thee any wager, 
When we are both apparell'd like young men, 
1*11 prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
And wear my dagger with the braver grace ; 
And fpeak between the change of man and boy) 
With a reed voice 5 and turn two mincing fteps 
Into a manly ftride,' and (peak of frays 
Like a fine bragging youth ; and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable ladies fought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and dyM, 
I could not do with all : then I*H repent, 
And wifli, for all that, that I had not kUlM them* 
And twenty of thefe puny lies I'll tell ; 
That men (hall fwear I've difcontinued fchool 
Above a twelve-month. I have in my mind 
A thou&nd raw tricks of thefe* bragging jacks, 
Which I will pra&ife. 

Nfr. Shall we turn to men ? 

Por. Fie, what a queftion's that, 
If thou wert near a lewd inter pr eter I 
But come, I'll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which ftaya for us 
' At the park gate 5 and therefore hafte away, 
For we muft meafure twenty miles to-day. f Ei .. 

S C fe N E VI. Enter Launcetot *n& Jeffica. 

Loan. Yes, truly : for look you, the fins of die father 
are to be laid upon the children \ therefore I prorrrife you, 
I fear you. _ I was always plain with you ; and fo now I 
fpeak my agitation of the matter : therefore be of good 
cheeiv; for truly I think you are damn'd 1 there is tot 
one hope In it that can do you any good, «nd thai is but a 
kind of baftard-hope neither. 

Jef. And what hope is that, I pray thee? 
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Loan. Marry, you may partly hope that your father got 
you riot, that you t are not the Jew?* daughter. 

Jef. That were a kind of baford-hope indeed } (o the 
fin* of my mother fiould be vifited upon me. 

IdutM. Truly then I fetfr you are damn*d both by father 
and mother; thus when you.fhun Scylla, your rather, you 
fell into Cbaribdts, your mother : well, you are gone both 
ways. , ''• '','., 

Je£ I Jhall be faved by my hufband j he hath made tof 

Lou*. Truly the more to blame he ; we were chriftiaai 
enough before, e'en a*, many as could well live one by anr 
others this making of christians will raise the price «f 
hogs 5 if we grow all to be pork-eaters, we mall not ihoftr 
ly have a rafter on the coals for mony. 

Enter Lorenzo. - v " 

Jef. I'll tell »J nuftand, Laun*kt x what you % : here 
he comes. 

Lor. I flull grow jealous of you. fhordy, Launccht, if 
you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jef* Nay, you need not fear us, Loniw>\ LauncJot 
ami I are out $ he tells me flatly, there is no mercy for me 
in heav*n, becaufc 1 am a Jewfs daughter t and he bj$ 
you are- no jnid member of the common-wealth j for ui 
converting 7efot tochrimans, you raife the, price of port 

Lor. I mall anfwer that better to the common-wealth 
than you can die getting up of the nqpro's belly s the Me* 
is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much that thoMter -mould; be spots than 
reafon : but if me be lei* . than an honeft woman, flierf 
indeed more than I took her for. . 

Lor. How every fool can play upon a word ! I think ,the 
beft grace of wit will flwrtly turn into filence, and iif- 
coufle grow commendable in none hut parrots. Go .in, 
nrrab, bid them prepare for .dinner. 

Latin, That is done, Sir 5 they have, all ftomachs. • 
. Lor. pood lord, what a wit-4aapper arc you 1 then, bid 
them prepare dinner. ' 

Latm. That is done too, Sir ; only cover is the word* 
' Lor* 'Will you cover then, Sir ? 

Laun. 
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Latin, Not fo, Sir, neither) I know my doty. 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occafion ! wilt thou &eW 
the whole wealth of thy wit in an inftant ? I pray thee, 
underftand a plain man in his plain meaning: go to thy 
fellows, bid them cover the table, ferve in die meat, and 
we will come in to dinner. 

Lam. For the table, Sir, it ihafl be ferv'd in j for the 
neat, Sir, it mall be covered ; for your coming in to din- 
ner, Sir, why let it be as homoori and concetti mail go* 
Vern. [Exit Lava* 

Lor. O dear difcretion, how his words are failed 1 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools that (tend in better place* 
GarmnYd like him; that for a trickfie word 
Defie the matter : how fcr'ft thou, Jeffica t 
And now, good fweet, fay thy opinion, 
Row doft thou like the lord BaffantVs wife ? 
. Jef. Paf| all e^cpremng : it is very. meet 
The lord Baffknio live an upright life, 
for having (uch a $efiing in his lady, 
He finds the joys of heaven here on earth s 
And if on earth he. do not merit h, 
In reafon he fhould never come'td'heav'n. 
'Why, if two Cods would play iome heav'nly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one, there mnft be fomething elfe 
Pawn- d with the other 3 far the poor rude world 
Hath not hejr fellow* 

Lor. EvenfochaTiufband 
Haft thou of me, a* {he irfbr a wjfe. 

JeJ, Nay, .but aflc my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon : firft let us go to dinner. 

Jef. Nay, let me praife you while I have a ftomach. 
•• Lor. No, pray thee, let tt ferve for table-talk j 
Then, howfoe'er thou fpeak'ft, Vnong other things, 
f mall digeft it. 

Jof. Well, Nl let you forth, [Extm*. 

ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Venice. Enter the Duke, the Senators, Anthonlo, 
Bsflanio, and Gratiand. 
/)***. TTTHat, is Antbonio bere ? ' 

VV wA/A. Ready, fo pleafe your Grace. 

/>*£*. I'm ferry for thee, thou art come to anfwet 
A ftooy adverftry, an inhuman Wretch 
UncapaMe of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

jAab. I have heard * 

Your Grace hath ta'en great pains to qualife 
His rig*rous cowfe } but fince he ftands obduratt, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of hi* envy* s reach, I do oppofe 
My patience to his fury, and am arm* d 
To fuflfer with a quietnefs of fpirit ■ 
The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Duke, Go one, and call the Jew into the court; 

Sal. He's ready at the door : he comes, my lord. 
Enter Shylock. 

Duke. Make room, and let him ftand before our face. 
Sty lock, the world thinks, and I think fo too, 
That thou but lead'ft this fafhion of thy malice 
To the lafthour of aft, and then 'tis thought 
Thou'lt Jhew thy mercy and remorfe more Orange 
Than is thy ftrange apparent cruelty. 
And, where thou now exaeVft the penalty, 
Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flefh. 
Thou wilt not only lofe the forfeiture, 
But, touch'd with human gendenels and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 
Glancing an eye of pity on his loflcs, 
That have of late fo hodkd on his back 5 
Enough to prefi a royal merchant down, 
And pluck commiferation of his fbte 
From brafly bofoms, and rough hearts of 'flint, 
From ftubborn Tvrh and Tartars, never train' d 
To offices of tender courtefie. 
W* ajl expeel a gentle anfwer, Jew* 

*•* 
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Sty. I hare pofiefiM your Grace of what I purpofe, 
And by our holy SMsA have I fwom 
To have the doe and forfeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the danger light ' 

Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll afkme why I rather chufe to have 
A weight of carrion fleih, than to receive 
Three 'thoufend ducats ? Til I not anfwer that. 
But fay, it is my humour $ is it anfwered ? ' 

What if my houfe be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas'd to give tea thou/and ducats | 

To have it bane'd ? what, are you anfwer'd yet ? 
Some men there axe, love not a gaping pig j t 

Some.that are mad if they behold a cat $ 
And others, when the bag-pipe frags i* th* nofc, 
Cannot contain their urine for affection.* 
Mafterlefs paffion fways us to the mood 
Of what it Jikes or loaths. Now for your anfwer : 
As there is no firm reafon' to be render'd 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig, * 
Why he a harmlefs neceflary cat, 
Why he a woollen bag-pipe, but of force 
Muft yield to fuch inevitable £hame, 
As to offend, himfelf being offended ; , 
So can I give no reafon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain Joathing 
I bear Atitbonio, that I follow thus 
A lofing fuit againft him. Are you anfwered f 

Baff. This, is no anfwer, thou unfeeling man, 
T'excufe the current of thy cruelty. 

Sby. I am not bound to pleafe. thee with my anfwer* 

Bajf. Do 3*11 men kill the thing they do not love ? 

Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill i 

jSaff. Ev'ry offence is not a hate at firft. 

Sby. What, wohld'A thou have a ferpenrfting thee twice? 

Antb. I pray you', think you queftion with a Jew, 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flood 'hate his ufual height j i 

You may as well ufe queftion with the wolf, ' 

• Thai u y they are 16 aficded wl\h iu 

• V * 
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When you behold: the ewe Meet for the lamb 1 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make a none • 
When they are fretted with the gufts of hcav'n • 
Yon may as well do any thiog moft hard, ' 

As fcek to foften that (than, which, what's harder >\ 
His Jewijb heart. Therefofe I do befeech you, 
Make no more cow, ufe no farther meant. 
But with all brief and plain cbnventency 
Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

Baff. For thy three thoufand ducats here is fir. ' 

Sty. If ev'ry ducat in fix thoufand. ducats , 
Were in fix parts, and ev'ry part a ducat, 
I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 

Duke. .How (halt thou. hope for mercy, rendering none* 

Shy. What judgment (hall I dread,: doing no wrong ? : 
You have among you many a purchased flaw* 
Which, like your afTes and your dogs and males, . 
You ufe in abjc&and in Arvifii part, 
Becaufe you bought them. Shall I tay to you, . 
Let them be free,, marry them to your hens ? 
Why fweat they under burdens * fet their beds 
Be made as foft as yonrs, and let their palates 
Be fca/on'd with fuch viands : you win anfwer, 1 

The flares are ourt. So' do J anfwer yon. . * 

The pound of Aefh which I demand of him 
Is dearly bought,. *tia mine, and I will have it. 
If you deny me, fie upon your law,- ... I 

There is no force in the decrees ai Verne : , 
I ftand for judgment j anfwer 1 mail I have it? 

Duke. Upon my pow'r I may mTmus this court, 
Unlefe Btllario, a learned doctor, . , 

Whom I have fent for to determine this, 
Come here to-day. 

Sal. My lord, here flays without 
A meflenger with letters from the docmr, 
New come from Padua. 

Dub. Bring us the letters, call the meiiengeit. 

Baff. Good cheer, Antbmio^ what, man, courage yet t 
The %w ihall have my fldb, blood, boots, and ail, 

Vox,. II. Y Em 
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Xre thou (halt lofe for me one drop of blood. 

Antb. I am a tainted weather of the flock, 
Meeteft for death : the weakeft kind of fruit 
Drops earliert to the ground, and fo let me* 
You cannot better be erhploy'd, Baffknio, 
Than' to lire ftill, and write mine epitaph*-' 
SCENE II. 
Enter Nerifia drejCd like a Lawyer* $ Ckrk. 

Duke. Came you from &adua, from BeUario t 

Ner. From both, my lord : BeUario greets your Once. 

Bag. Why doft thou whet thy knife fo earneftly ? 

[The Jew whetting Hi knife en the file ofbisjboe. 

Sty, To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 

Gra, Not on thy fole, but on, thy foul, harm Jew, 
Thou rnak'it- thy knife keen 5 .far no metal can, 
No not the hangman Y ax, bear half the keenneis 
Of thy fliarp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 

Sty. Np, none that thou haft wk enough to make. 

Gra, O be thou damn'd, inexorable dog. 
And for thy hfe let juftice be accss'd ! 
Thou almoft mak'ft me waver in my faith, . 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That foufccf.animals infufe therofelves 
Into the trunks of men* Thy cbrrifli fpirit • 
GovernM a wolf, who hang'd for human ilaoghter, 
Ev'n from the gallows did hb felt foul fleet. 
And whim thou lay'ft In thy unhallowM dam, 
Infus'd it felf in thee .r for riy defires , 
Are wotfiih, bloody, .ftarv'd, and ravenous. 

Sty. 'Till thou eahft rail the fcal from off my bond, 
Thou but ofieni'ft thy lungs toipeak fo loud. 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To curelefs ruin. I Hand here for law. 

Duke, This letter from BeUario doth coaunemP* 
A young and learned doelbr to our court. * 
Where is he ? .£* 

Ner. He attendeth here hard by 
To know your anfwer, whether you'll admit him, 

.DuAe. With all my heart. Some three or fair of you 
Co, t ^himsoiuteousconduatothkplace: 

Meat 
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Mean time the court {hall hear Bellario^ letter. t 

Tour Grace frail undetftand, tbat y at the receipt of your 
Utter, lam**eryfick s bat at the inflate tbaty your urn/feu* 
ger came, in loving vjfitation warwitb me a young doctor 
of Koine, bis name is BaUha&r : / acquainted turn witb 
tbo coup in con&overfie between ibe Jew and Anthonio' 
the merchant. We tunCd o*er many books together : be it 
Jurnijbedwitbmy opinion, which, bettered with bis own 
learning, (the greatnefs whereof I cannot enough commend,/ 
comes witb him at my importunity, to Jill up your Grace's 
requeft in my ftead. I be fetch you y let bis lack of years be' 
no impediment to let him Jack a reverend ofiimation : For I 
never knew fo young a body with fo old a head. I leave 
him to your gracious acceptance, wbofi tryal Jhall better 
publijb bis commendation. 

Enter Portia, drefs'd like a DoBor of Laws, 
Duke, You hear the learn'd Bellario what he writes, 
And here, 1 take it, is the do&or come 1 
Give me your hand. Came you from old Bellario t 
Por. Idid, my lord. 
Duke. You're welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference 
That holds this prefent aueftion in the court ? 
Por. I am informed throughly of the cafe. 
Which is the merchant here > and which the Jew t 
Duke. Anthonio and old Sbylock, both ftand forth. 
Por. Is your name Shyhck t 
Shy. Sbylock is my name. 
Por. Of a flrange nature is the fust you follow, 
Yet in fuch rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 
You ftand within his danger, do you not ? [To Anthonio. 
Antb. Ay, fo he lays. 
Por. Do you confefi the bond ? 
Antb. I do. 

Por. Then muft the Jew be merciful. 
Shy. On what compulsion muft I ? tell me that. 
Por. The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd j s. 

It droppeth as*the gentle rain from heav'n 
*Upon the place beneath* It is twice bleft'd, 
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It blefleth him that gfaw, and Mm that takes* 

*Tis rmghtieft in the mightidt, it becomes 

The throned mornsctt'better than his crown j * 

His fcepter (hews the force of temporal powV,. 

The attribute to awe and majefty, 

Wherein doth fit the dread and fear of Kings $ 

But mercy is above this fcepter'd fway, 

It is enthroned in the hearts of Kings, 

It is an attribute to God himfelf ; 

And earthly pow'r doth then mew Hkeft God's, 

When mercy feafons JQttice. Thesefoce, Jew, 

Tho' juftice be thy plea, oonfider this, 

That in the ooorfie of juftice none of as 

Shoold fee falvation. We do pray lor mercy, 

And that fame pray'r doth teach ns all to render 

The deeds of mercy. I have fpoke thus math 

To mitigate the juftice of thy plea $ 

Which if thou fallow, this ftria court of Fernet 

Muft needs give fentence *gainft the merchant there. 

Shy, My deeds upon my head ! I crave the law* . 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

For. Is he not able to di{chatge the mony ? 

Baff. Yes, here I tender it for him in the coast, 
Yea, twice the fum 5 if that will not (office* 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not fuffice, it muft appear 
That malice bears down truth. And I befcecn yon, 
Wreft once the law to your authority. 
To do a great right, do a little wrong J 
And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

frr. It mull not be, there is no pow'r in Vmice 
Can alter a decree eftabliihed. 
•Twill be recorded for a precedent, 
And many an error by the fame example 
Will rufh into the fbtc. It cannot be. 

Sty. A Daniel come to judgment ! yes, -a DamtL 
O wife young judge, how do I honour thee ( 

Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bood. 

Sty. Here *rjs> moft tev'rend doOox, here k k. 
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Por, Styiock, there's thrice thy mony oflfer'd thee. 

Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heav'n* » 
Shall I lay perjury upon my foul ? 
No, not for Venice. 

Far. Why, this bond is forfeit, 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of fldh, to be by him cut off 
Neareft the merchants heart. Be merciful, 
Take thrice thy mony, bid me tear the bond. 

$by. When it is paid according to the tenoor. 
It doth appear you are a worthy judge j 
You know the law, your exposition 
Hath been moft found. I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well- deferring pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my foul I fwear. 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I flay here on my bond. 

Antb. Moft heartily I do befeech the court 
To give the judgment. 

Por. Why then thus it is 1 
You muft prepare your bofbm for his knife. 

Shy* O noble judge 1 O excellent young man ! 

Por. For the intent and purpofe of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 
Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. *Tis very true. O wife and upright judge, 
How much more elder ait thou than thy looks ! 

Por, Therefore lay bare your bofbm. 

Sty, Ay, hisbreaftj 1 

So fays the bond, doth it not, noble judge ? 
Neareft his heart, thofe are the very words. 

Por. Itisfo. Are there fcales to weigh the fleih ? 

Shy. I have them ready. 

P*. Have by fome furgeon, Sbylock, on your charge, 
To flop his wounds, left he fbould bleed to death. 

Sty. Is it fb nominated in the bond ? 

Por. It is not fb exprefs'd ; but what of that ? 
•Twere good you do fb much for charity. 

Siy. I cannot find it, 'tis not in the bond. 

P«r, Come, merchant, have you any thing to fcy? \ 
Y 3 stow* 
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Antk But little? IamarmM and wefl prepaTd. . 
Give mc your hand, Bajanio, rare you well* 
Grieve not that I'm faH'n to this for yon : 
For herein fortune fliews herfclf more kind 
Than is her cuftom. It is ftill her ttfe 
To Jet the wretched man out-life his wealth. 
To view with hollow eye and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty. From which lingering ncaaoce 
Of fuch a mifery doth {he out roe off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife ; 
Tell her the procefs of Ar.tbonio** end $ 
Say how I lov'd you ; fpeak me fair in death s 
And when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Baffanio had not once a love* 
Repent not you that you ihall lofe your friend. 
And he rrpents not that he pays your debt ; 
For if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
I'll pay k inHandy with all my heart. 

Baffi ' Antbcniof I am married to a wife 
Which is as dear to me as life it (elf; 
But life it felf, my wife, and all the wovli, 
Are not wSth me eArem'd above thy life* 
I would lofe -all, ay, facrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver yon* 

Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for that, 
. If ihe were by to hear you make the offer. 

Gra. I hive a wife whom, I proterr, 1 love j 
I would ihe were in heaven, fo &e could 
Intreat fome pow'r to chai ge this curufli Jetu* 

Ner. *Tis well you offer it behind her hack. 
The wifli would make eife an unquiet faoufe. 

Sty. Tbefc be the chriflbn hu&aods. I've a daughter ; 
Would any of the flock of Barraku 
Had been her hufband, rather than a chriftian 1 \.Afife. 
We trifle .time, I. pray thee, purine fentenee. 

Pat. A pound of that &me merchant's ie& is thine, 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it* 

Sby. Mod rightrul judge! 

Por. And you rauft cut thia flefli from or? h» bitaft, 
The law allows it, *i tf* ttWt amfe*. . . . 
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Sty. Moil leasned jo4©e ! aientence: come, prepare. 

For. Tarry a little, there is femething eke. 
This bond .doth gyve thee here no jet or* blood $ 
The words' exprefly are a pound of* fWh, 
Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of fieA ; 
But in the cutting it if tboo dofl (bed 
One drop of chrifttan blood, thy lands and goods 
Are by die laws of ^«wV<' confiscate 
Unto the ftate of K«ik». 

Grw. Oupright judge! nark, %ws O learned judge J 

%. Is that the law* " 

Par. Thyfetf (halt £e ike ad : 
For as thou urgeft joftkc, he aflur'd 
Thou (halt have juffice, more than thoodenVft. 

Gr*. O learned judge ! mark, Jew $ a learned judge } 

SAv. I take this offer then, pay the bond thrice, 
And let the chriffcan go. 

Baff. Here is the mony. 

Par. The Jew (hall nave all jiiflice; ioft ! no hafle ; 
He (hall have nothing but the penalty. 

Gra. O Jew / an upright Judge, a learned judge ! 

Par. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the fiefh $ 
Shed thou no blood, nor cut thou lefs ner more 
But juft a pound of flem : if thou tak'fi more 
Or left than a juft pound, IVt but fo much 
As makes it light or heavy in the fubftance 
Or the divifion of the twentieth part 
Of one poor fcruple ; nay, if the (caje tarn 
But in the eAimationnf ,a hair, 
Thou dieft, and all thy moods are confifcjte, 

Gra. Afeeond Daw J, z Darnel, Jew! 
Now, infidel, 1 have thee ou theiilp. 

Per, Why doth the Jew jaufe ? take the forfeiture. 

Sby. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Baff. I have it ready for thee $ here it is. 

Por, He hath refus'd it in the open court j 
He fhsil Jiave meerly juJUce and bis bond. 

Gra. A Daniel ftill (ay I, a fecond Daniel ! 
1 thank thee, Jew, for teachin&me that wotd* 

Sly. Shall root baiefy have my principal ? 

i For. 
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Tor . Thou fhalt have nothing hot the forfeiture, 
To be & taken at thy peril, %w. 

Sly. Why then the devil give him good of its 
1*11 ftay no longer queftfon. 

Tor. Tarry, Jew, . 
The law hath yet another hold on you: 
It is ena&ed in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againft an alien, 
That by direct or indirect attempts 
He feelc the life of any citizen, 
The party 'gainft the which he doth contrive 
Shall feixe on half his goods, the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the ftate 5 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, 'gainft all other voice : 
In which predicament I fay thou ftand'ft. 
For it appears by manifeft proceeding, 
That indirectly, and dire&ly too, 
Thou haft contriv'd againft the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou haft incurred 
The danger formally by me rehears'd. 
Down therefore, and beg mercy of the Duke. 

Gra, Beg that thou may'ft have leave to hang thy flSf £, 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the ftate, 
Thou haft not left the value of a cord ; 
Therefore thou muft be hang'd at the ftate's charge. 

Duke. That thou may'ft fee the dhT'rence of our fpirit, 
I pardon thee thy life before thou aflc it : . 
For half thy wealth, it is Antbonift ; 
The other half comes to the general ftate, 
Which humblenefs may drive unto a fine. 

Tor. Ay, for the ftate ; not for Ambonio. 

Sly. Nay, take my life and all : pardon not that. 
You take my houfe, when you do take the prop 
That doth fuftain my houfe : you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Tor, What mercy can you render him, Antbonio t 

Gra. A halter gratis, nothing elfe for God's fake. 

Antb, So pleafe my lord the Duke, and all the court. 
"roo.uk the fine fwmoue half of his goods, 

laa 
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Ian content; ft! he will Jet m* have • .. . < 

The other half iaule, to render it 
Until his death unto the gentleman . [ 

That lately (We his daughter, 
Two things provided mote* that for this iwone 
He presently become a chuigen \, . 
The other, that he do record agjit . - > 

Here in the court, of all Jbe de*pc4e&'dj 

Unto his f Jan Larmso and his daughter. . :\ 

Duke. * He (hall, do this, or ejhfe I do recant L ^ 

The pardon that I Jate ptoooi|nced hens* /r. 

IV. Art thou contented a y**pf what doft thou fay?, 
Sby. I am content. 

Por. Clerk, draw a deed of nj&. **. 1 

Sly. I pray you, give me leave to go from hence j > 
I am not well ; fend the dead after a** • • \ 

And I will fip it. 
/)«**. Oet thee gone, hot do ft. . v 

Crtf. In chrift'ning thou Oak J*** two godiatbei* . 
Had I been judge, thou (boeM' ft, have had ten more, • « ^> 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font, [£«* 3M*4c* 
Duke. Sir, I intzeat yon home with me to 4umt* *• 
Per. I hum% dodefire your Grace's pardon } 
I owfr/away this night towacd Padua* 
Audit is meet I prdcntly let frrtla, . . 

/>«&. I'm fonry that your knur? iervei yo?not. 
Jn&m; gratify this gentleman ; v 

j For m n\y mind you are much hound to hiao. , 

[Exam* Duke ami tit tm*< 
8CSVE. QL, 
J?«^I Mod worthy gentleman 1 lend myffiend 
Have by year wuaom been this day acquitted 
Of grievous penakies, m Jieu whereof 
Three thouland ducats due unto tfce Jm * 

We freely cope jour courteous pah* withal. 
Anth. And ftand indebted over and above 
In love and fervice to you evermore. 

?«r. He » weU paid that is well fatiaty'd $ 
And I deuVring you am (atisfy'd * . , t 

And ^Kreb do account my felf well paid j 

My 
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My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me when we meet again, 
1 with you well, and (b I take mv leave. 

Baf. Dear Sir, of force I muft attempt you farther. 
Take fome remembrance of as, for a tribute, 
Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Par. You prelk me far, ahdtherefore I will yield. 
Give me your glove*, 1*11 wear them for your lake, 
And for your lore 1*11 take this ring from you. 

00 not draw back your hand, 1*11 take no more, 
And you in love ihall not deny me this. 

Baf This ring, good Sir, alas, it is a trifle i 

1 will not flume my felf to give you this. 

Par. I will have nothing elfe hut only this, 
And now methinks I have a mind to it. 

Baf, There's more on this depends than is the value* 
The deareft ring in ffefcrwill I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation j 
Only for thk, I pray you, pardon me. 
- P9r. I fee, Sir, you are liberal in ofler } 
You taught me firft to beg, and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a beggar mould be anfwer'd. 

B+f. Good Sir, this ring was gfrr'n me by my wife j < 
And when (he put it on, me made me vow 
That I fhouB neither sol, nor give, nor lofe it. 

Per, That 'fcufe ferves many men to feve their gifts j 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well I have deferv'd the ring, 
She would not hoM out enmity for ever , 
For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you ! 

[Exit, wroNerifla. 

Attb. My lord Bajamo, let him have the sing. 
Let his defervings and my love withal 
Be valu'd 'gain!! your wife's commandement. 

Bsff. Go, Grttiatto, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring, and bring him, if thou can'ft, 
Unto AubomVt houfe : away, make haft* [£*& Gn. 
Come, you and I will thither prefently, 
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And in the morning early will wt both 
Fly toward Belmont j come, jfntbome. ■ [MtxwXi 

Enter Portia and Nerifla. 
. Par. Enquire the Jevfz hoofe out, pre him tint deed, 
And let him fign it ; we'll awayto^mgbt, 
And bea day before ourhufbands home: 
Thia deed will be well welcome to Lerenm. 
\ i?»*r Giatiano. 

Cra . Fair Sir, you are well o'erta*en : 
My lord Bajamo, upon more, advice, . 
Hath Tent you here this ring, and doth iatreat 
Your company at dinner. 

Par. That cannot be. 
Thiaring I do accept moft thankfully. 
And 10, I pray you, 'tell him : furthennore, 
I pray you, mew my Youth old SbyhcV* houfe. - 

Cr^ThatwiUIdo. > . 

Ner. Sir, I would Jpeak with you. t- 
V 11 fee if I can get my hoftand's ring, [7a Portia. 

Which I did make him rwear to keep for em. ' 

Por, Thou may'ft, I warrant. We fhall have old fwearing, 
That they did give the imp away- to men ; 
But we'll out-face them and out-fwear them too. 
Away, make hafle, thou know'ft where I will tarry. 

Net* Come, good Sir, will you mew me to thit faoufe ? 

• [Exeunt. 
ACT V. SCENE I. 
B elmont. Enter Loreneo and Jeffiea. 
Lor. np HE moon (hina bright: In fochanightasthh, 
1 When the Tweet wind did gently kift the tree*, 
And they did mains no noife $ in foch a night 
Troy his, methinks, mQunted the Trojan wall, 
And figh*d his foul toward the Grecian tents, 
Where Crejfid lay that night. 



Jef. In fuoh a night, 
Did tf&iVfcf "" " 



Did Tbijht fearfully o'er-trip the dew, 
And faw the lion's ihadow ere himfelf, 
And ran difinay'd away. 
tar. In fuch a night. 
Stood Dido with a willow In her hand 



Upon 
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Upon the wild fea-hmftsy add waft her lota - - 
3*«jKftK again to Gcrtbgfc.V. , - 

Jef. In facb attghV 
^#^4g*tiBr»dtWuiohaBtodbert« 
That did renew oM <£>**.' 

Lor. In fuch a night, <■ 
Did Jeffica fteal from the wealthy JW, 
And with an unthrift kir did; ran from Vmc; 
As far as Belmont* •■>' ,'...• 

^y. And in fuch * night, • 
Did young Urojtm ftfear he lov-d her well, 
Stealing her foul with many vowittf faith, 
And ne'er a true one. r 

j^r. Aiidmfuch^lafcmV.; 
Did pretty JeJUa, (hkt atlittk flntw) . 
Slander herjote* and he farfcarteit her* 

y</, I would out-night you, did no body eoU 
But hark, I hear the aaoefdgrof a man* 

J>. Who comes 6>fcftii*6leoce of tkcmtfak! 
t ^'Jl&$4 AJtiend* 

i>. What friend? your name, I pray yon, rated* 

ilf*/; Stepbm* amy name, and 1 bring word ' 
My jnjfireis wffl beftte tUat break of dajr 
IB* here at Man* f me doth ftraj about . . . 

By holy crofles, where fhe kneels and prays 
For happy wedlotk'iofts^ y .', 

Lor. Who cornea whit her? . 

Mef. None but a holy hermit and her maid. , 
.1 pray you, is my snafter yet rcnm'd ? 

Lor. He is not, nor hare we yet heard from him i 
But go we in, I piny thee, Jeff**, 
And ceremonioufiy let m prepare 
Some welcome for the mifirefc of the home. 
Enter Irf WicJot . 

Law. Sola, fola, w6 U % ho, fela, fob I 

Lor. Who calls ? 

Laun. Sola! did you fee mailer Luetm and miflrefi 
Ltrenxa f fola, fola ! 

£or* Leave hollowing," man : hen* • - 
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Ztf». Sola! where? where? 

Ltr. Here. '. , ' ' . ' ' * * 4 

Im, "fell him there's a pod come from my mailer,' 
with his horn fall 'of good news. . My matter will be. here 
ere morning. ^ , \ 

Lor, Sweet love, let's in, and there expect their coming 
And yet no matter : why flxould we go in ? 
My friend £r<*&J»a, fignifie* I pray yon, ; . s ^ 

Within the hoafe, jour mi&eu is at hand, , £ 

4 And bring yonr mufick forth into, the air. [Ex. Meffen£er* 
Howfweet the moon -light bleeps upon this bank! • ^ 
jfere will we fit, and let the {bunds of mufick ' ' V 

Creep in our ears j foft ftilue^s, r and the night . \ \ ; K 
Become the touches .of fweet harmony.. . 

Sit, Jeffica ; look how the floor of beaVn - { 

IstJuaJpt kuay'd with patterns of bright gpld ; j 

Hiere's *#, the imalkft' orb. which thou behold'ft, 
But in his motion like an angel finj^, 
Still quiring to the young-'ey'd "cherqbims $ t ,• ' - 

Such xurmooy is in immortal fyuls ! .-* \ * 

But whilft this mucldy vefture of,. decay . } ' . v 
Doth grofiy dole us in, we cannot hear it. ' , * * " y> 

Come, ho, and wake Z>/4«4 with a hymn, ' • * *' ' ■» 

With fweeteft touches pierce yourmwreis' ear, ,/ ,./ 

And draw her home with mufick* r -^ 

5W". I'm never merry when I .hear fweet mnfick.' . V; 
J&tfr*. ■ .. 

Zrfr. The reafon is, your fptrits arc attentive j * ^, , * t 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, ,',•""' 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowtng'and neighing loud,, ' : * > 
(Which .ia the iiot condition of their blood) 
If they perchance but hear a trumpet found, 
Or any air of mufick touch their ears, 
You Jhail perceive them make a mutual Hand ; " " 
Tfctir favage eyes tyrnM to a modeft gaze 
By the fweet power of mufick. Thus the Poet 
Did reign that Orfbtut drew trees, ftones, and floods j , 
Since nought fo ftockiJh, hard', and full of rage, 
,Bot mufick for the time doth change his nature. 

Vot. II. Z The 
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The bbb tint bath ao munck in hindelf, 
And is not movM with concord of tweet fouisk, ' 
Is fit for treaibns, ftratagems, ami fpoili ; 
The* morions of his tpirit are dull as night, •• ' 

And hn affections dark as £**■«: 
Lit no liich inan be tntfted«*--Mark die mufiek. 
£Wrtr Portia; «nf Netifla. 

Par. That light we fee « homing m my halt* 
How Jar. that little candle throws hi* beams ! 
So flaws a good deed in a naughty World. 

N«r. When the moon mone, we did no* fee d* Canlfe, 

P«r. So doth the greatet^Jory dim the left ; 
A (ubftitute mine* brightly at a King 
Until a King he by 5 and then hb fate 
Empties it (elf, as doth an inland brook ; 

Into the main of water*. Mimck, hark ! [JQfA 

Nar. It is the ttttfitk, Madam, of your hade* 

P«r. Nothing is good, I fee, without refpeft t 
Methmks it founto inuth toeetet than by day. 

.Mr. Silence beftows the virtue on it, Madam. 

Par. The crow doth firig as fweetiy as the lark, 
When neither is itteoded j an*, 1 think, 
TTie nightingale, if me mould fing by day, 
When every goofe it cackling, would be thought 
tfb better a mufidao than the wren. 
How many things by ftafon fcajbnM are 
To their right praife and trae perfection ! 
Peace I how the moon ,fleem with Ea&mon, 
And would not be awakM ! [AEayfel mjn: 

Lor. That is the voice, 
Or I am Broth deceivM, of Parft*. 

Par. He knows mef as the bHnd manknows the endow* 
£y the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 

Par. We have been praying for our huftatids healths. 
Which fpced, we hope, the better fee our won*. * 
A** they return'd f 

lm Madam* they are not yet \ 
$ut there Is come a meflenger before* - 
To fignme their coming. 
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Far. Go, Nerjfa, 
©ive order to nay fervaato, that they take 
Ko note at all of our beingah&nt hence j , 

Kor you, !*-«»** j $#&, «* you. M fsvfer JfetaaV, 

Lor. Yoqr hpJband is at hand, I hear his trumpet ;' 
We areta tell-tales, Madam, fear you not. 

Per. This night, metbjnks, is but the day-light fick j - 
It looks a little paler j 'tis a day, # . ^ 

Soch as the day is when the fun is hid* ' ' 

^^Ba0aoio> Anthonio, Gratiano, and their fotteyw* 

Bajl We mould hold day with the Antifodes, 
If you would walk in abfence of the fun. 

Par. Let' me pve light, but let me not he light f 
For a light wife doth make a heavy bu&aod. 
And never be Baflani* fo from me j 
But God fart all! you're welcome home, my Jord. 

Baf. I thank you, Madam : give welcome to mv friend J 
This » the man, this is Jnfbonh. 
To whom I am (o infinitely bound* 

Por, You mould in ajl fcqfc be mush hound til hthn f 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 

Jtabi No more than J am well acquitted of. 

P«r, Sir, yon are vary welcome to our haul? J 
It ixiuft appear to other ways than words } 
Therefore I fcant this breathing courtetle. 

Gra. By yonder moon I fwear you do me wrong ; 
In faith I gave it to the Judge's clerk. [Ttf Nerifla* 

Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
Since you do take it, love, fo much at heart ! 

Por. A quarrel, ho, already ! what* s the matter I 

Gra . About a hoop of gpld, a paltry ring, 
That Ae did gjve me, whole poeue was 
For all the world like cutler's poetry 
Upon a knife \ Love me, and leave me mft, 

JW. What talk you of the poefie or the value ? 
You fwore to me, when f did give it you. 
That you would wear it till year hour of death, 
And that it fliould lye with you in your grave : 
Tho* not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
Yen should have been mfpiaive, and have kept it. 
. . Z % Cave 
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Gave it a Judged dork,! but well I know, ' * y 

The* clerk will ne'er wear hair on's face that had l(« 
. Gra . He will, an if he live to be a mail. 

Ner. Ay, rf a woman live to be a man* 

Gra. Now, by this hand, I gayeitjo a yfctttft, ' 
A kind of bdy, a little fcrubbed boy, " 

No higher than thy fclf, the Judged clerk, ..,;.'.".. 
A prating boy that tjegg'd it as a fee : 
I could not for my heart deny h him. 

'Per. You were to blame, Imuft be jflain with JOB, ' 
To part fo (lightly with your wife's firft gift, ' .. 

A thing (tuck on with oaths upon your finger, " * ' 
And riveted with faith unto your fleih. t . /, 
I gave my love a ring, and made, him (wear . 
Never to part with it j. and here he ftands, 
X dare be fworai for him, he would not leave it, . 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the world matters. Now in faith', Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a caufe of grief $ ■ " 
im 'twere to me I fliould be mad at it. 

Baff. Why, I were beft to cut my left hand off. 
And fwear I loft the ring defending it. 

Gra. My VxA'Baffamo gave his ring away 
Unto the Judge that begg'd it, and indeed 
Deferv'd it too 5 and then the boy, his clerk, 
That took fome pains in writing, he begg'd mine ; 
And neither man nor mafter woukftake ought 
But the two rings. 

Por. What ring gave you, my lord ? 
Not mat, I hope, which you receiv'd of me. 

Bajf. If I could add a lie unto, a fault, 
I wouKTdsny it ; but you fee my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

Por.ye.wcn fo void is your falfe heart of truth.' 
By heaven I will ne'er come in your bed 1 
Until I fee the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours 'till I again fee mine. 

Bajf. Sweet Portia, 
If you did know to whom I gave the ring* 
If yc^ did know for whom J gave the rin& 

~ ~ ^ A* 
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Tbg Merchant of Venice 269 
Aal would conceke lor what J gase the ring, 
AndJhow unwillingly I left tberjng. 
When nought would Jbc accepted hot the ring, 
Yort would abate the strength of your difpleauire, 

Ar« If you had known the virtue of the ring, 
Or half her wanhinefi that gave the ring, 
Or your own honour to retain the ring, 
Too would not then have parted with i^eriog. 
What man is there fo much unreafonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any terms of seal, wanted the modeiry 
To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 
Xhrifa teaches' nfe what to beliere | 
1*11 die for't, but feme woman had the ring. 

Baf, No, by mine honour, Madam, by my foul, 
Ho woman had it, hot a .ciyil doctor, 
"Who did refute three tbouiand ducats of me, 
laid hejK'd &? "*% 5 die which I did deny him, 
And fufferM him to go difpleas'd away $ 
Ev'n he that did uphold the very lite 
Of my dear friend. What lhould I4ay, fweetlady ? 
I waa eofoce'd to (end it after him ; 
J was be&t with ihame and courtejSe j 
My honourwould not let ingratitude 
So much befinear it. Pardon me, good lady, 
And by thefe hkfled candles of the night, 
Had you been there, I think you would have begg'd 
The ring of me, to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. Let not that doclor e'er come near my houie, 
Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, 
And that which you did fwear to keep for me $ 
I will become at liberal as you, 
ril not deny him any thing I have, 
No, not my body, nor my bulbantVs bed; 
Know him I (hall, 1 am well fare of it. 
Lye not a night from home j watch me like^£gmj 
If you do not, if I be left alone* 
Now by mine honour, which is yet my own, 
I'll have that do&or for my bedfellow* 

Afo And I his clerk ; ttaf/oxe be well advp'd 

' £3 How 
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270 The Merchant of Venice. 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 

Gr*. Well, do you fo 5 let me not take him then ; • 
For if I do, Til mar the young clerk's pen. 

A*tb. I am th' unhappy fubject of thefe quarrels. ^ - 

Par. Sir, grieve not you, you are welcome notwithstanding 

Bajf, Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong* 
And in the hearing of thefe many friends, 
I fwear to thee, ev*n by thine one fair eyes, 
"Wherein I fee my felf J 

Par. Mark you but that ! 
In both mine eyes he doubly fees bimfelf, ' 
In each eye one $ fwear by your double felf> 
And there's an oath of credit ! 

BajJ. Nay, but hear me : 
Pardon this fault, and by my foul I fwear, 
I never more will break an Oath with thee. 

Antb. I once did lend my body for his wealth, 
Which but for him that had your hutband's ring [ft Parte 
Had quite mifcarry'd. I dare be bound again, 
My fool upon the forfeit, that your lord 
Will never more break faith advlfedly. 

Ptr. Then you fha 1 be his furety ; give htm tint, . 
And bid him keep it better than the other. 

jintb. Here, lord Baflattio, fwear to keep this ring.' 

Bajj, By heav'n it is the fame I gave the doctor. 

Por. I had it of him : pardon me, Bajfanio ; ' 

For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 

Ner. And pardon me, my gentle Gratiam, 
For that fame fcrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
In lieu of this, lair night did lye with me. 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-ways 
Jn fummer, where the ways are fair enough : 
What, are we cuckolds ere we have deferv'd it ? 

Per, Speak not fo grofly ; you are all amafc*d ; 
Here is a letter, read it at your leifure 5 
It comes* from Padua from Bellario : 
There you /hall find that Portia was the doctor, 
Nerijfa there, her clerk. Lortnxo here 
Shall witnefs I fet forth as foon as you, 
And even hot now leturnM ; I have not yet 

•- Znter'4 



Tbt ^Merchant of Venice. 27 1 
Snter'd my hoofe. Antbomt, you are welcome. 
And I have better news in ftore for you 
Than you expect j unfeal this letter icon, 
There yon ihall fbd, three of your Argofies 
Are richly come to harbour fuddenly. 
You mall not know by what ftrange accident 
I chanced on thia letter. 

Antb> I am dumb. 

BaJJ\ Were you the doctor, and I knew you not ? 

Gra. Were you the clerk that is to make me cuckold f 

ivV. Ay, but the clerk that never means to do it, 
Unlets he live until he be a man. 

Bajf. Sweet doctor, you mall be my bedfellow ; 
When I am abfcnt, then lye with my wife. 

Antb. Sweet lady, you have gjfo'n me life and Irving j 
For here I read for certain, that my fhige 
Are fafely come to road. 

Por. How now, Lorenzo f 
My clerk hath feme good comforts too for you. 

Ntr. Ay, and Til give them him without a fee. 
There do I give to you and Jtffiea, 
From the rich Jew, a fpecial deed of gift, 
After bis death, of all he dies poflefs'd of. 
' Lor. Fair ladies, you drop Manna in the way 
Of ftarved people. 

Por. It u almoft morning, 
And yet I'm fure you are not fatisry'd 
Of thefe events at full. Let us go in, 
And charge us there on interrogatories, 
' And we will anfwer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be fo : the firft interrogatory, 
That my Nerijfa fhall be fworn on, is, 
Whether 'till the next night the had rather ftay, 
Or go to bed, now being two hours to-day. 
But were the day come, I fhould wifh it dark, 
'Till I were couching with the doftor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, I'll fear no other thing 
So fore, as keeping fafe Nerijfa'% ring. 

[Exeunt mntx. 
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A C T h 6C fi.N'E I. 
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JEtof«r fie King, Biron, LoiigavlUe tfttf&umaln, 
K3*g> f ET Fame, that all hunt after in theirlives; 
ttve rehired upon our brawn tombs- f* 
*When,$ight of cormofantdevourlngrJmeV 
' Th* enlleavour of this prefSttt breath niay 
"buy ' ' * 

That honour which frail 'baft his fcytrtt's keen edge, 7 / * 
And make us heirs of all eternity. . -f 

Therefore, brave conquerors, for fo you art, ' " x 

That war agaihft your own arJectWns, J- 

And the huge' army of the world's defires, 
Our late edift fhall ftrongly ftaad in force j 
Navarre flialllje the wonder of the world, 
. Our court fliall be a little academy, 
Soil *nd contemp^tive in living arts. 
You three, Birott, Dufnain and Lcngavitii, 
Have fworn for three years* term to live with me 
My fellow-fcholars, and to keep thole ftatutes 
That are recorded in this fchedule here. 
Your oaths are paft, and now fubferibe youf names s ". . 
That his own hand may ftrike his honour down, ' f 

That violates the finalleft branch herein j 

• In this Fhy are to be perceived fereral flrokei of Sbahf/utr't 
pa i, bat the whole ought by no meant to pals far the worko? ft. 



And then grace hi in the di&racc of deiffc : 
When, $$& of, *i. . 
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SsbTcnbe to your deep oaths, and keep them too. 

/**£. I am refolv'dj 'tis but a three yean* faft : ' 
The mind mall banquet, tho' the body pine 5 
Fat paunches have lean pates 5 and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrout quite the wit*. 

pup. My loving lord, bummn is morttfy'4 1 . *• 
The gruffer manner of thefe world's delists 
He throws upon the grofi world's baler (laves : 

To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die j 

With all thefe living in philoibphy. '" ' * " 

Biron. I can but fcy their proteftation oyer, 
So much (dear liege) I have already fwotn, 
That fc, to live and ftudy hare three yean : 
IJut there are other ftri&.obfervances 5 
As, hot to fee a woman in that term, 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there. 
And one day in a week to touch no food, , • 
And but one meal on every day befide ; 
The which ][ hope is noj^ enrolled there. . 
And <hen to' fleep but three hours in the night. 
And not be feen, to wink of all the day } 
When I was wont to think no harm all night, 
And make a dark .night too of half the day $ 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there. ' 
O, thefe are barren taiks, too hard to keep $ 
Not to fee ladies, ftudy, faft, not fleep. 

king. Your oath is paft to pais away from thefe* 

Biron. Let me Jay no, my liege, an if you pleafe; 
I only fwore td ftudy with your Grace, 
And ftay here in your court for three yean* fpace. 

Long . You fwore to that, Biron , and to the reft. 

Biron. By yea and nay, Sir, then I fwore in jeft. 
What is the end of ftudy t let me know. 

King, Why, that to know which elfe we mould not knev. 

Biron, Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from coma* 
fenie* 

King, Ay, that is ftudy's god-like recompence. 

Biron. Come on then, I will fwear to ftudy fo, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know ; 

A» 
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As tbut 1 to ftudy where I well may dine. 

When I V fait expreOy am fore- bid 5 
Or ftudy where to meet fome miftrefs fine,. 

When miftrefles from common fenfe are hid 1 
Or having fworn too hard-a-keeping oath, 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If fiudy*8 gain be this,, and this be fo, 2 

Study know* that which yet it doth not know : V 

Swear me to this, and I will ne'er fay no. i 

King. Thefe be the flops that hinder ftudy quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

2tov*.;Why, all delights are vain, but that moft vain 
Which, with pain purchas*d, doth inherit pain j 
As, painfully to pore upon a book 

To feek the light of truth, while truth the while 
Doth falfly blind the eye-fight of his look : 

light, feeking light, doth light of light beguile j 
So ere you find where fight in darknefs lyet, 
Your light grows dark by lofing of your eyes. 
Study me how to pleafe the eye indeed, 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye j 
Who dasling fo, that eye (hall be his heed, 

And give htm light that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the Heaven's glorious Sun, 

That will not be deep fejrch'd with fawcy looks $ 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bafe authority from others 1 books. 

Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

' That give a name to every fixed ffcar, 

Have no more profit of their mining nights, 

Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they are. 
T^oomuch to know, is to know nought but fame $ 
And every godfather can give a name. 

King, How well he's read, to reafon againft reading! 
Dum, Proceeded well, to flop all good proceeding. 
Isng . He weeds the corn, and frill let's grow the weeding* 
Btron. The fpring is near, when green geefc sra a breeding. 
\ Dum. How follows that ? 

Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reafon nothing. 
Toi. II. A, a M'm% 
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Biron, Something then in rhhne. ' ? 

J,6ug. Biron is like an envious meaping find, 
TKat bites the firft-born infants of the fptagw 

jfrron. Weil, fay I am ; why fhofcld browl funnier tal, 
Before the buds havj* anycaufe to hfig ? 
Why fhould I joy in in abortive birth ? 

At Cbriftmas I no more defire a rofe, 
Tkan wiih a (now m May's new-failed etrtn : 
: But like of each thing that in feafon grow. 
So you, to ftudy now it is too late* 
Climb o'er the houfe t'tinfotk the Kttle gate. 

J&pg. WeH, fit ybu oat. -Go home, Biron: Adieu. 

Biron, ' No* my godd lord, I' ire fworii to ft*y with yu*. 
And though I have for baroarifm fpotte More-, 

Than for that angel knowledge you can &y> 
Yet confident I'H keep what I have fwore, 

And. hide the penance of each three yeaft* day. 
Give me the paper,, let me read the &ffie> *% 

And to the ftricVft decrees Til write my name. • V 

A>'»£. How well this yielding refcues thee from ftame \ 3 

Biron r hem, That no woman mall come within a mik 
of my court, [JRfetdng* 

Hath this been proclaimed ? - 

Long, Four days ago. 

J?/>*»« I*t r s fee* thfe penalty. • 
On pain of lofing hertongue 1 [Itaufcg. 

Who devis'd this penalty ? 

Long . Marry that did I. 

£/>0fr f Sweet lord, and why ? 

Z**g. To fright them hence with that dread penalty. 

#iron 4 A dangerous law againft gentility ! 

jftem, [reading.] If any man -be fee* to talk with a 
woman within the term of three years, he mati endure 
fuch pttfctick frame as the reft of the court on poffiblv 
devife. - 

This article, my liege, .your {elf muft break j 

For well you know here -comes in enibafly 
The French King's daughter, with your felf to JpeaJc* 

A maid of grace and posripleat majefty, 

About 
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About {tender up of Jfmtatu, 

To hef decrepit, fide, and bed-rid father: 
Therefore this article is nude in vain, 

Or vainly comes th' admired princeft father. 
K**& What (ay you, lords ? wnjr, this was Quite fagot, 
2?f>*«. So ftudy, evermore is over/hot, 
While it doth ftudy to have what it would, 
It doth faqpt to do the thing it ihould t 
Aqd when it hath the thing it hunteth moft, 
'Tie won as towns with fire ; (o won, fo loft. 

King, We moft of force difpence with this decrne, 
£he snort lye here on mere neceffity. 

Biron. Necefijty will make us all fcrfworn 
Three thousand times within this three years' fpaee \ 
For every man with Ws affecls. is bom : 

No) by might rnafter'd, bist by fpeciai grace. 
If I break faith, this word (hall fpeak for me, 

So to the laws at large I write my name, 

And he, that areata, *!?<HP in thf? leaft degree* 
jitasyja in attainder of eternal ihame. 

Suggestions are to others as to me j 
JQutt 1 believe, although I fcenVfo loth, 
I fliRtbe ia& that will laft keep bis oath. 
Bat is tl)er0 op quick recreation, granted ? 

JCf»jj. Ay, that there is • our court you fcnpW is haunted 
.- W«J» a refineci $rave)Jer of Spain, 
A-fpan. ia *U the world's new fafhions plai}te4 f 

That hath a mint of pbrafes in his brain ; 
One whom the mufick of his own vain tongue 
. Poth ravifh like incbanting harmony t 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 

Have chofe as umpire of their mutiny. 
This child of fancy, that Jrmado higjtt, 

for interim to our ftudies, mall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a Knight 

From* tawny Spain loft in the world's debate $ 

How you delight, my lords, I know pot, 1 1 £ 

But, I proteft, I love to bear him lie t £ 

And I will ufc him for my minftr*elfie. * 

A a a *"•*• 
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Biron. Armado is a , moft illuftrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own Knight* 

Z,o«g. Cb/fc»r</ the twain, and he, fhall be oar fport j 
And fo to ftridy, three years are but fhort. 
SCENE II. £»/lr Dull 4«/Coftard wtt « Utter. 

Dull. Which is the King's own perfon ? 

Biron. This fellow j what wouldft ? 
' Dull. I my felf reprehend his own perfon, for I am hi 
Grace's Tharborough : but I would fee his own perfon ia 
flefh and blood. 

Biron. This is he; • 

Dull. Signior Amu, Arm commends you. There** tn- 
lainy abroad ; this letter will tell you more. 

Oft . Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King % A letter from the magnificent Armada. 

Biron. How low foever the matter, I hope in Goal Jbr 
high words. 

Long. A high hope for a low having ; God grant us pi? 
tjence! 

Biron. To hear, or forbear hearing ? 

Long. To hear meekly, Sir, to laugh m o de r atel y, or 
to forbear both. 

Biron. Well, Sir, be it as the ftile (hall give us cade. 

Oft. The matter is to me, Sir, as concerning Jiy nt n Mt, 
The manner of it 'is, I was taken with the Manor. 

Biron. In what manner ? 

Oft. In manner, and form, following, Sir; all toast 
three. I was feen with her in the Manor-hoofe, fittiag 
with her upon the form, and taken following her into the 
park ; which, put together, is, in manner and form fol- 
lowing. Now, Sir, for the manner: It k the manaer 
of a man. to f^eak to a woman j for the form, in (boot 
form. * 

Biron. For the following, Sir r * 

Coft. As it fhall follow in my correction 5 and God de- 
fend the right ! 

King. Will you hear the letter with attention } 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Co/i. Such is the fimpliciry of man to hearken after At 
flefh. 

± - or 
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ASqfreads. Great deputy, the welkin* t md-gennt, and 
Jele dominator of Namic, tny fiuTt tortus God, and badft 
Joftttng patron • ■ 

Coft. Not a won) of Qftotd ytt. 

ffing. So it is — - 

Co/l. It may be ib$. l»t if lie fay it » fc, he », » 
telling true, but fo, fo. 

£ng* Peace — — 

Cff^T Be to me, and every man that dares not fight I 

King. No words — »? 

Copi Ot other men's fecrets, I befcech you. 

Kn| &> it i>. BefcegedwUb fabU-cohmedmUnckeh, 
I did commend the Mack opprtfftng humour to the mo0 wbole~ 
feme ffyfict if -(fa bea&b~gi*>ing uir\ and as lam a gen- 



tleman, betook my felf to walk: 'the time when ? about tbf 
factb hour, when beafts msft graze, birds heft peck, and mm 



.place upberey where, I man, IMd encounter that obftent 
and moft prepofterout event that draweth from my fnow- 
white pen the ebon-colour*d *# f which here thou vicweft, 
beboldeft, fvrveyefi, or feeft. But to the place where j It 
ftandetb north north eaft and by eaft from the weft comer of 
thy curious kmed garden. There did I fee that low fpirtted 
fwain , that baft minow of thy mirt^ — — 

Cft.Mt. . 7 M 

King, that unlettered fmall- knowing foul,— «■* 

aft. Me. 

King. That JbaOow vajfal, 

•Co/?. Still me. 

King. wVknth, at I remember, bigbt Coflari,— - 

Oft. Omel 
King. Sorted au4 confined, contrary to thy eftabEJbed pro~ 

claimed edict and continent canon, with with vutb 

— '■ b ut with this Ipafion to fey wherewith t 

Coft. Wkb a wench. 

King, tyitk a child of our grandmetb$r1*e, a female ; 

tr fir tbf n}9fe upderftandingy a woman % him, 1 (as my ever 

eftctmd duty pricks me onf have ftnt iotl*e, to receive tit ■ 

Aa $ *** 
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meed of punijhmeitt by thy fmeet grace's officer, Amtfcanv 
Dull, a man of good repute, carriage, bearing and t/H. 
mat ion. 

Dull. Me, an't mall pleafe* you : I am Anthony Dm% 
King. For Taquenetta (fo it the weaker veffel caWd) 
which T apprehended with tie afirejaid fioain, I keep her at 
a veffsl of thy laws fury, a\djbatt at the leafl of thy fwett 
notice bring Ar to tryal. Thine in aU complements of devoted 
and heart-burning beat of duty, 

Don Adriano de Aimado. 

Biron. This is not fo well at I look'd for, but the bet 
that ever I heard. 

King. Ay ; the beft for the worft. But, firrah, what 
fey you to this ? 

Cfi. Sir, I confefs the wench. 

King . Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Coft. I do confefe much of the hearing it, but Httk of 
the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year's imprisonment to le 
taken with a wench. 

Coff. I was taken with none, Sir, I was taken whk I 
damofel. 
' King. Well, it was proclaimed damofel. 

Coft. This was no damofel neither, Sir, flie was a virggu 

King % ,It is fo varied too, for it was procteraTd virgin. 

Coft. if it were, I deny her virginity : I was taken wid i 
a maid}. 1 i 

King. This maid will not ferve yoqr turn, Sir. 

Coft. This maid willferve my turn, Sir. ' 

King, Sir, I /hall pronounce fentence : you flull raft t 
week with bran and water. 

Coft. I had rather pray a month with mutton and porridge. 

King. And Don Armado (hall be your keeper. Mfkm) 
Biron, fee him deliver'd o'er, 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath fo ftrongly fwom. [ExanL 

Binm. i*Il la) my head eo any good man*s hat, 

Thefe oaths and laws will prove an idle fcorn. 
Sirrah, come on. * ' 
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Ceft. I fufler for the troth, Sir * for true it it, I was 
taken with Japtettdta, and Jaquenett* is a trie girl ; and 
therefore welcome the four cop of profperity : affliction may 
one day finile again; and until then fit thee down, forrow. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE III. Atmado'f Bmft. 
Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what fign is it when a man of great fpirit 
grows melancholy ? • • 

Motb. A great fign, Sir, that he will look fad. 

Arm, Why, ndneis m one and the felf-iame thing, dear 
imp. 

Moth. No, no, O lord Sir, no. 

Arm, How canft thou part fadnefc and melancholy, my 
tender Jwvenile t 

Mow, By a ramifiar demonftration of the working, my 
tough Signior. 

Arm. Why tough Signior ? why tough Signior ? 

Moth, Why tender Juvenile t why tender Juvenile t 

Arm, I fpoke it tender Juvenile t as a congruent epithe- 
ton, appertaining to thy young days, which we may nomi- 
nate tender, 

Metb. And I tough Signior, as an appertinent title to 
your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm, Pretty and apt. 

Moth, How mean you, Sir ? I pretty, and my frying 
apt ? or I-apt, and my faying pretty ? 

Arm* Thou -pretty, becaufe little. 

Meet, Little pretty, becaufe little 5 wherefore apt ? < 

Arm. And therefore apt, becaufe quick. 

Motb. Speak you this in my praifc, matter I • 

Arm. In thy condign praifc. 

Motb. I will praifc an eel with the fame praife. 

Am. What ? that an eel is ingenious. 

Metb. That an ed is quick. 

Arm, I do lay thou art quick in anfwers. Thou heat'ft 
toy blood. 

Motb. I am anfwer'd, Sir. > 

Arm* I lore not to be croft, 

tf*K 
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Moth. Htfp«J»cwitwry,crqfl«i»lorewthiip. [<#&. 
Am, I JiaVe piomis*d to Jbdy three yean with the 
•King. 

34*6. Yen may do it in an hour, 8* 

. 4m* Impoffible. 

Moth. Hew ptany is c«e thrice told f 

y^m. I am ill it reckoning, ftfothefpiritofaUpAer* 

JMfce,, You art * gentleman and 9 gamefter. 

Ovw. I confels both, they are both tfeevnrniJhof * «•> 
pleat man, 

Af<*#, Thenlamfemyw knovhow much Afc/ofi 
fum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

^«. It doth amount to on* inert than jfcwo. 

Afar*. Which the 1^ vulgar cjdl three. 

./fae. True. 

46*. Why, 3r, isth* A* a piece of tody? now 
here's three ftudied ere you'll thrice wink ; and how eafy it 
is to put yean to the awed three, and ftndy tteeyaaji hi 
two words, thedancing-rhorie will tell you. 
• Arm. A moft fine figure, 

Jf«j». To prove yo^ a cypher. [«^fitf. 

^m. I will hereupon_confds I am in lore j and as at n 
fcafc for a foUter to love, fo am I in love with * We 
wench. If drawing my fword asjaiaft the hnsjeour of af- 
fe&ion would deliver me from the reprobate thought of it, 
.1 would take 4e$re prifoncr, and ranfom him to any JFbsci 
courtier for a new dews'd curt'fie. I think it {com to nab, 
methinks I ibould out~fwe*r Ctfid. Comfort me, hoy: 
whst great men have been in Jove I 

Moth. Her cute, mailer. 

Am. Moft fweet Htrtpktl More authority, dear bey, 
name more : and, fweet my child, let them be men of 
good repute and catztage. 

Moth. Sompfm, maftcr, he wet a man of goad car* 
riage, great carriage 5 for he caiaied the town-gates on, hi 
hack like spotter* and he wu pi low. 

Am. O well-knit Somffom, ftroog-jointed Sowffm 1 1 
do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou dJUt ae at 

• J****, Meotr, 
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cah^tei gates. I am in love too. Who was Smf>fin*$ 
love,- my dear Motif 

Moth. A woman, mafter. 

sdhw. Of what completion ? 

Motb, Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one 
of the four., • , ■ . t , 

' Ann. ' Tell me precifely of what comple&ion ? 
' Moth* Of the lea-water green, Sk. 

- - Arm, Is that one of the four completions ? 

- Moth. As I have read, Sir,' and the beft of them too. 

. Arm', Green indeed is the colour of lovers j but to have 
a love of that colour, methinks Sampfon had (mall, reafoa 
for it. Hefttwlyaffeded'her for" her wit. 

Motb. It was fo, Sir, for (he had a green wit. 

Arm, My love is moft immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Moft maculate thoughts, mailer, are roaik*d un- 
der fach colours. ', 

A*. Define, define/ well-educated infant. 

Motb. My father's wit and my mother's tongue aflift me ! 

Arm, Sweet invocation of a child, moft pretty and pathe* 
tieall 

Moth. If me be made of white and red, * 
Her faults will ne'er he known ; 
For Drafting cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale-white fhown $ 
Then if (he fear, or be to blame, 
By this yon /hall not know, 
Jorftill her cheeks poffefc the fame, 

Which native (he doth owe. 
A dangerous rhime, mafter, againft the reaibn of white and 

red. 

Arm, Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and the 
heggar? 

Motb. The world was guilty of foch a ballad feme three 
ages face, but, I think, now *t$s not to be round ; or if it 
it were, it would neither ferve for the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm, I will have that fubjecY newly writ o'er, that I 
may example my digreilion by fome mighty prefident. Boy, 
I do love that country girl that I took In the park with the 
irrational bind Ofiardt fte deferves well-— 

P Motb. 
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. Moth, To bcwWpp*4 J astf -ye* * better kwt tfca*py 
tnafttr deferves. [<4&fc 

-^nw. Sing, boy 5 my fptritflwjw* heavy jftfeve, 

AfoAb. And that's great nwrVol, loving % tight weqck, 

«A». I fay t frog. . ! 

'•- Mr*. Forbear, *tIH this company be pail* . 
SCENE IV. £**Q«^,Pi41,^ j«nieattt». | 

Dai7. Sir, the King> pleaftre js, thar^ you keep CtyH 
fafe, and yoji muft let jiipn t^ke w delight, .not no pe» < 
nance $ but he mu(t fa# three days 4 week. Far ttusffem- 
fel, 1 muft keep her at t^e pa.rfc/flw jsaUow'dfer tfctty- 
woman, Fare you. ^e]I. 
• "Arm: I do bet*ay n\y fctf wj^J>Wn$ : fl*u|* 

Jaf. Man. : . 

-Aw. I wjll viiitjhe* a* t|« Iwge. 

%•> That's herg^. , v • • 

' m I know where it it fltuate. . , . ' 

Jfef. Lord, how wife ytn»f*P.J ♦ 

. «<***, I will tel}theewpnjie,rv ( %: 

Jiwr, TOththt&ce* ;..,.'.„ . ..v 
" j*k Ilovethee. 

Ja f . So I heaid yw% f • , . ./ 

Arm. And fo &rewel, *, ,j . « • 

Jtof. Fair weather afar jpu £ 

2fc& Come, Jaflwftfayiwi* {$xaut. 

Arm. Villain, thou (halt factor thy, offeju* «|t titf* * j 
pardoned. •! 

G*f. Well, Sir, Ihooewhen Hpjt, (M Jojtojt 
roll ftomach. 1 

. Am. TJiou/haltbe.beavgyojqwJhM. ' 

' ■ Qp. X am more bound to you than your foilowat, w 
^.arebatligjillyfewa^td.; • \ 

'Arm. Take away this villain, ihut him up. . ' 

Jftf/>. Come, yp^tfanTgrcfl^aave, iw*y. ■ . 

<#, J*tme no* be pent W ? /Sii, I will he W b*l 
loofe, 

<Mfr*. No, Sir, tint were f^land Ipofe; thou (halt to 
prifati. 

' Qofi. Well, if ever I do fee 0* merry days of dekUtiofl 
that I have feen, Com*. il»U%-s» 

• 



Lav*'* Ltrbdt* 9 ? hjt. \ i$f 

Gfl. Nay, nothing, faaiter M&, but whit they.iool^ 

upon. It is not for ftrifonert tG : 'be filent in their woeds* 

and therefore I wiH fay ntJthhag ; I tnank fcbd, 1 have aa> 

little patience as another nbtt,' 'aA<i therefore I ; can he quietf C 

(txit Moth. with Cofarfa 

^rw. IdoaffefttheveYvgroVjiid (which is bafej, whcrg 
her ihoe (which is baft*) gulded'ty her foot (wnichis Weft£ 
doth tread. I (hall bfe forfw&rh, * which is a great, apsjur; 
snent of falftood, if I loVeY And' Bow can' tra be m» 
love, which it frfftft attempts }• love is a ^miliar, love t* 
a devil ; there is »o f evfl fcftgelbut love, yet S&fflmi war 
fo tempted, and he had an excellent Itrength J yet was &* 
/c*k>b fo feduced, and he had a very good wit.- Gfifs. W»- 
fhaft is too hard for ff&cidc)^ fcfuV:' and therefore too. muck 
odds for a Spaniards rafler"; tne firtt and recoup c*u(e wiS 
not ferve my turn ; the P/gfab he reipe&i not, . the -j&acfc 
he regards not ; Mb dHfertte is to be calPd boy j but his glo«i 
ry is to fubdoe men. Adieu, valour \ rrfft, rapier I beiUlI, 
drum ! for ydur manager Is *i TdVe ; yea, he loveth. A% 
fift me, fome exflemporai {joo" of rnime, for Iain We \ 
/hall tum fonneteet. Ofevtife, "wit ! write, pen 1 for I am 
t^%h©levol«mes to folio. ; f . '(&*&, 

A C T It. * fc % K E 1. . ' 

2tyb* f£» KSff^'«/ Navarre** *rfv« • • ><• 

Enter the Pnncep of France, Jlofalihe, Maria, Catharine, 
Boyet, Lords and dtber attendant*, 

Etyet. "I^T O W, Maflam, Summon up yoo^ deareg {pints* 
J/\| Coiruder whom the King your fother fendi.} 

To whom he fends, and what's his embafly. 

Your felf, held precious In the world's efteem, 

To parley with the <bk inheritor 

Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Makhlefe Navarre ; the plea of no lefi weighs 

Than Aquitain, a dowry for a Queen* 

Be now as prodigal bf all dear grace, 

As nature was m making graces dear, 

When fht did ftanre the general world befide, 

^nd prodigally gave them »H to you, 

Prin* 
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Pnn. Good lord Byet, my beauty, though bat measn 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praifc j 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, a 
Not utter' d by bafe Tale of chapmen's tongues, 
I am lefs proud to hear you tell my worth, 
Than you are willing to be counted wife, 
In fpending thus your wit. in j>raj(e of mine. 
But now to talk the talker $ good Boja, 
You aienot ignorant, aH-telUng fame 
Doth noife abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
*Tifl painful ftudies mall out- wear three years. 
No woman may approach his filent court j 
Therefore to usfeems it a needful courfc, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleafure } and in that behalf, 
$old of your worthinefs,' we fingle you 
As our belt moving fair foUicitor. 
Tell him, the daughter of the King of France, 
On ferious bufinefs, craving quick difpatch, 
Importunes perfonal conference with his Grace* 
Jfctfte. fignifie fo much, while we attend, 
lake humble- vifrg'd fuitprs, his high will. 

' Bey ft. Proud of imploy merit, willingly I go. [Exk. 

•' JPn'if. All pride is willing pride, and yours is fo \ 
Who are the notaries, . my, loving lords, 

That are vow- fellows with this virtuous Kins; ? 
Lorj, Lcngaville is one. 

i Prin. Know you the man ? 
Lprd y I knew him, Madam, at a marriage-rcaft, 

Between lord Pertgort and the beauteous heir 

Of Jaqua Pavlconbridge folemnized. 

Mar, In Normandy faw I this I^ngayiUe, 

A man of fovereign parts he is efteem'd ; . 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms, 

Nothing becomes him ill that he would well* 

The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs, 

(If virtue's glofr will ftain with any foil,) 

Is a lharp wit match*d with too blunt a will $ 

Whofe edge hath power to cut, wbefe will rail wilk 

It Ihould fpare none that come within his power* 

a hm* 
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Prin. Some meny»mocking lord befike ; £s*t fo ? 
Mar. They fay To moft, that moft his humours know* 

^rV«. Such ftort-liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the reft ? 

CatS. The young Dumain, a well-aecomplifli'd youth, 
I Of all, that virtus love, for virtue lov'd. 
• Moft powerful to do harm, leaft knowing ill $ 
For he hath wit to make an ill fbape good, 
And ihape to win grace, tho* he had no wit, 
1 Taw him at the Duke Atanzoif* once, 
And muoh too little of that good I faw 
Is my report to his great woithinefi. 

Rof. Another of thefe {rodents at that time 
Was there with him, as I have heard a truth { 
Biron they call him : but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
J never fpent an hour's talk withal. 
His eye begets occafion for his wit j 
For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-moving jeft, 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's- expofitor) 
pelivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger bearings are quite raviuSed ; • 
So fweet and voluble is bis difcourfe. 

Prin. God bleft my ladies, are they all in low, 
That every one her own hath gamiihed 
With fuch bedecking ornaments of praiijt ? 

Mar. Here comes B yet. 

jtovrBoyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord? 

Jfoyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach } 
And he and his compttitors in oaCh 
Were all addreft to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came : marry, thus much I've learnt, 
-He rather means to lodge you in the field, 
Like one that comes here to befiege his court, 
Than feek a difpenfation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled houfe. 
Here comes Navarre 

Vol. W, Bh SC1SNB 
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SCENE n. 

Enter the King, Longaville, Domain, Biron, and Attendant. 
JO'iff • Fair PrinceJs, welcome toth* court of Navarre. 

Prin. Fair I give you back again, and welcome I have 
not yet : the roof of this court is too high to be yours, and 
welcome to the wide fields too bafe to be mine. 

King, Youihall be welcome, Madam, to my court. 

Prin. I will be welcome then 5 conduct me thither. 

King. Hear me, dear lady, I have fworn an oath. 

Prin. Our Lady help my lord, he'll be forfworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair Madam, by my will. 

Prin. Why, will (hall break its will, and nothing ehe. 

King. Your ladyfhip is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my Lord fo> his ignorance were wife, 
Where now his knowledge mutt prove ignorance. 
I hear your Grace hath fworn out houfe-keeping s 
'Tis deadly fin to keep that oath, my Lord j 
Not fin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too fudden bold : 
To teach a teacher ill befeemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpofe of my coming, 
And fuddenly refolve me in my fnit. 

King. Madam, I will, if iuddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the fooner that I were away, 
For you'll prove perjurM if you make me flay. 

Biron. Pidftot I dance with you in Brabant once f 

Rof. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once ? 

Biron. I know you did. 

Rof. Howneedlefcwasitthentoafc thequeftioo? 

Biron. You muft not be (b quick. 

Rof. 'Tis long of you that four me with fuch questions. 

Strati. Your wit's too hot, it fpeeds too raft, 'twill tire* 

Rof. Not 'till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron. What time a day ? 

Rof. The hour that fools fhould aft* 

Biron. Now fair befell your mafk ! 

Rof. Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron. And fend you many lovers ! 

Rof. Amen, fo you be none \ 

Btron, Nay, then will I be gone* 
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JGwg. Madam, toot father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thoufand crowns ^ 
Being bat th* one half of an intire fum, 
DHburfed by my father in his wan. 
But fay that he, or we, as neither have, 
Receiv'd that Aim ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thoufand more ; in furety of which, 
One part of Ajnitain is bound to «s, 
Although not valu'd to the mony's worth : 
If then the king your father wHl reftore 
But that one half which is unfatisfy'd, 
We will give up our right in Aptitain, 
And hold fair friend&ip with his majefty t 
But that it deems he little purpofeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thoufand crowns, and not demands, 
On payment of an hundred thoufand crowns, 
To have his tide five in Ajnitain ; 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Than Ajmtain fb gelded as it is. 
-Dear Princefs, were not his refuefbfoftr 
From reafbn's yielding, your fair fdf fhould make 
A yielding 'garoft fbme reafen in my breaft, 
And go well fatisfied to France again. 

Prin. You do the King my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In fo unfeeming to confefs receipt 
Of that which hath fo faithfully been paid. 

King. I do proteft I never heard of it j 
And if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Ajnitain. 

Prin. We arreft your word : 
Bipt % you can produce acquittances 
For fuch a fum, from fpeclal officers 
Of CbarluYa* rather. 

King. Satisfiemefo. 

By*. So pleafe your Grace, the packet is not come, 
Where that and other fpecialties are bound : 
Tonaenow you fhall have a fight of them, 

Bb* Kkg, 
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King, It (haft (office me ; at which interview, 
All liberal realbn I will' yield unto : 
Mean time receive fuch welcome at my hand, 
As honour without breach of honour may 
Make tender of, to thy true worthinefe. 
You may not come, far Priacefe, in my gates. 
But here without you (hall be (b receiv'd, 
As you (hall deem your felf lodg'din my heart, 
Tho' fo deny'd fair harbour in my houfe : 
Your own good thoughts excufe me, and rarewel $ 
To-morrow we (hall vifit you again. 

Prin. Sweet health and fair defirea comfort your Grace ! 

King. Thy own wifli wi(h I thee in every place. [Exit* 

Biron. Lady, I will commend you to my own heart* 

Rof. I pray you, do my- commendations ; 
I would be glad to (ee it. 

Biron. I would you heard it groan.* l^*** 

Dum. Sir, X pray you, a word : what lady is mat tame ? 

Ugwf. Theheu-of jfiw/aa, Refaline her name. 

D»*. A gallant lady $ Mounfieur, tare you weU. [£*tf, 

Irfifc. I befeech you, a word : what ii (he in white ? f 

• -- heard It groin* 

-ty Iatbe*%ol0ckf 

Areif. Sick at heart. 

Jty*. Alack, let it Wood. 

Bin*. Wculd that doit good ? 

*•/. My bhyfick fays ay. 

Btmt. Will you prickt with your eye f 
. Mtf. Ntptpity with my knife. 
. Bin*. Now God lave thy life I 

*•/. And yours from long living f 

Btrw. J cannot nay rJhaftk%feiag. I Ink. 

4 — file In white i 

Bt)*t. A woman fometimes, if yon (aw her in the light. 

lA*g. Perchance light in the light : 1 defire her name. 

By*. She hath but one for nerieif ; to defire that were a 

Z*Hg. Pray you, Sir, whofc daughter f 

Btytt. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Ltng. God's bleffing on your beard { 

By*. Good Sir, be not offended. 
Shsisan, Oft. 

a«W. 

By*. 
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Bcyet. She is an heir of Fatdcoutridgt.* 

Long. She is a moft fwcet lady. 

Baytt. Not unlike, Sir, that may be, f [£xfr Long, 
If my obfervation (which very feldom lies) 
Of the heart's ftill rhetoric, dUclofed with eyes, 
Deceive me not sow, Navarre is infe&ed.** 

• .... Fduhtnbridgt. 
Lmg. Nay, my choller is ended t 

f — that maybe. 
Bfrm. What's her same In the cap* 
Boy ft. Ca&arim by good hap. ' 
Birm. Is file wedded or no ? 
Bmtt, To her wil». Sir, or ft. 
N Bmn. You are welcome, Sir: adieu. 
*•»*. Farewell to me, Sir, and welcome to yon. ££*/• Biro* 
JlV. That laft is *ir»i», the merry road cap tad* 
Not a word with him bat a jeft. 

Btftt, And every jeft but a word. 

Prm. It was well done of you to take him at his word* 
Jtafi. I was as williog to grapple as be was to board. 

Mar. Two hot ftieeps, marry. 

Bmtt. And wherefore not imps ? 
"No flieep (fweet lamb) unlefc we feed on your Ims. 

Mar. You fheep, and I pafture; flull that finifli the jeft 

Bmt. So you grant pafture fcr me. 

Mw. Not ib, gentle beaft; 
My lips are no common, though fevers! they be. 

Bvtt. Belonging to whom f 

Mar To my fortunes and me** 

Prat. Good wits will be jangling ; but gentles agree. 
This civil war of wits were much better usM 
On Mmrra and his book-men j for here 'lis abusM. 

£*»*. Ifmy, tft. 
s# ».. is infected. 

Prm. With what f . ...-*- 

Jtr*. With that which we lovers intitle aflefled. 

Ptm, Your reason/ 

B*tt. Why all his behaviours did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough defire : 
His heart like an agat with your print impreffed $ 
Proud with his fcr n, in his eye pride exprerleds 
His tongue all Impatient to fpeak and not fee, 
Did ftomble with hafte in his eye-fight to be : 
All fenies to that fenfe did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on faireft ©f fair ; 
Methought all his fenfes were lockM in his eye. 
As jewels in chyftal for ibme Prince to buy j 
Who tendring their own worth from whence they WtregUWi 
Did point out to buy them* along as you paft. 
1 His face's own margent did quote fuch amazes, 
I That »U W few his eyes inchsnted with gaaci 1 ^ 
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Rof. Thou art an old love-monger, and fpeak UdlfuBy: 
Mar, He is Gifitft grandfather, and learnt news of tea* 
/?*/. Then was fra»» like her mother, for her father'* 

but grim. 
Bya. Do yon hear, my mad wenches ? 
Mar. No. 

Bcyct. What then ? do yon fee ? 
Rof. Ay , our way to be gone. 
itoygf . You are too hard for me. [Exaat. 

ACT III. -SCENE I. 
toe PAR K. 

Enter Armado ajtd Moth. 
SONG. 

^hv. XTTArble, child, make paffionate my fcafc of 

VV hearing. 

Moth. ConeoUntl—* [&*£*■* 

Arm. Sweet air ! go, tendernels of yean 5 take mi 

key, give inlargement to the fwain \ bring him femnstdy 

hither : I muft employ him in a letter to my love. 

Moth. Mailer, will you win your love with a Fran* 
brawl? 
Arm. How mean'ft thou, brawling in French t 
Moth. No, my compleat mafter, but to jig off a tane at 
the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humour it 
with turning up your eyelids j figh a note and fing a note, 
fometimes through the throat, as if you fwallow'd love vita 
tinging love } fomctime through the nofe, as if you fiaat 
up love by fmellinglove j with your hat penthoufe-kke o'er 
the ihop of your eyes j with your arms croft on your dun- 
bell^ doublet, like a rabbet* on a fpit ; or your hands io 
your pocket, like a man after the old painting \ and keep 
not too long in one tune, but a fhip and away : thefc an 

I'll give yen Xpi/fem* and all that is ait. 
And you give him for ray lake but one loving kits. 
JViji Come to our pavilion, Bojtt is diipos'd — - 
Bcfrt. But to fpeak that in word* which his eye hath diftlsrt ) 
1 only have made a mouth of his eye, 

* ,Jr »*rfc? a '"P* vh kk * know will sot lie. 
Mtf. Tfira art, a*. 

'complulBncsti 
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Vompli&meftfr, thefe aae htrao**, thefe betray nice wen- 
^ ches that would be betrayed without thefe, and make them 
" men of note, (dp yon note me?) $at moft are affedcd to 
thefe. 
t Arin, How haft thou purchasM this experience? 
JMfctb. By my peony of observation, v 

Amu But O, but O-r— 
Moth. TbtkMy-btrfehfirg*.* 
Arm. CalTft thou my lore a hobby-horfe ? 
iWb/A. No, mafter ; the hobby-horfe is hut a colt, and 
your love perhaps a hackney s tat have yon forgot your 
•' love? • 

Arm. Almoft I bad. 

Moth. Negligent ftudent ! learn her by heart. 
. Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy, 
' Motb. And out of heart, mafter : all thofe three 1 w3l 
prove. 
Arm. What wilt thou prove? 

Motb. A man, if I live j And this by, in, and out of, 
' upon the inftant : by heart you love her, hecaufe your heart 
■* cannot come by her j in heart you love her, becaufe your 
"' heart ia in love with her \ and out of heart you love her, 
being out of heart that you cannot enjoy her. 
Arm. I am all thefe three. 
i Moth. And three times as much more j and yet nothing 
' at ill. 

Arm. Fetch hither the fwain, he muft carry me a letter. 
Motb. A meflage well fympathiz'd j a horfe to be em- . 
' baffador for an afs. \Afide. 

Arm. Ha, ha 5 whatfay'ft thou ? 
Motb. Marry, Sir, you muft fend the afs upon the horfe, 
for he is very flow-gated : but I go. 

Arm. The way is but fhort ; away* ' 
. Motb. As fwift as lead, Sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull and flow ? 

Motb. Minimi, honeft mafter, or rather, mafter, no. 
Arm. I fay, lead is flow. 
Motb. You are too fwift, Sir, to lay fo« 
* TJfe burtfaea of an eld tag. 

* . ' h 
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Is-tbat lead flow, Sir, which is fir'd from a gont 

^hw. Sweet faioak of rhetorick ! 
He reputes me a cannon; and the ballet, that's he t 
I ftoot thee at the fwaln. 

Motb* Thump then, and I fly. [Exit. 

Ann. A moft acute J*vmk 9 voluble tad free of grace 5 " 
By thy favour, fweet welkin, I moft figh in thy face. 
Moft rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
My herald is returned. 

SCENE II. SawrMoth and Cofbri.« 

I give thee thy liberty, Jet thee from durance, and ia 
lien thereof impofe on thee nothing but thia j bear this 

• ••-" tnd GOnarOf 

Mnb. A wonder, matter, here's a Ctfard broken ia a flun. 

Jtm % 8ome enigna, fome riddle ; come, thy Vtmny begin. 

Cl*. No egma, no riddle v no J'ww;, no »l»e, in the male, Gr. 
O Sir, plantan, a plain planum j no l % ntotf % no frnvy, or lalre, Sir* 
bat plantan. 

Arm. By virtue, thoa inforceft laughter, thy filly thooght, err 
/Afeen, the heading: of my lungs provokes me to ridiculous Jmitisgt 

pardon me, my ftars! doth the inconnderate take Aire tor fan*, 
and the word P*m*r for a falre f 

Mkb. Do the wife think them other, it not Pnnrn* a fairer 
Arm. No, page, it .is an epilogue or difcourfc, to make plain 
Some obfeure precedence that hath tofore been fain. 

1 will example it. Now will I begin your moral, and do yea follow 

with my /Vniwr. 
The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were full at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral, now the Pmnm. 

AAtb. I will add tbe/Vmiyt % the moral again. 

Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
Were ftill at odds, being but three. 

Mxb. Until the goofe came out of door, 
And ftayM the odds by adding lour. 
A good Ptmxyy ending in the gooie \ would yon defire more > 

Ce*. The boy hath fold him a bargain \ a goofe, that** flat \ 
J. /«w penny-worth is good, an your goofe be fat. 
To fell a bargain well is as cunning as faft and loofc. 
Let me fee a fat /Vwy ; I, that's a fat goofe. 

Arm. Come hither, come hither? 
Hew did this argument begin f 

JUk*. Byfayiag thata Gfcnf was broken in a flun. 
Then caU'd you for a Vmv*. 

C0. True, and I tor a plantan t 
Tpus came your argument in 5 
Then the boy's fat /Vmwr, the goofe that vou bought. 
And he ended the luarkei! 7 ow * nCf 

^*? - ut ,5. c,lme * kow was tharc a Ctftrd broken ia n fhmr 

J*». I will tail you feofiWy,^^ ^ ^^ * **• 
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fignifieant to the country-maid Jafutueua $ there U *emu- 
aeration j for the beft ward of mine honours is rewarding 
Soy dependants. 4£rt£ # foUow #r — f£*rr, 

ilf^. Like the feauel, I. Signjor Co/lard, adieu J [&»>« 

C$0. My facet ounce of. man's flem, my ink-horn, 

adieu 1 now will I look > to his remuneration. Remunera* 

tion, O, that's the latin word for three farthings : three 

farthings, remuneration: What's the price of this incle? t 

peony i No, Til give you a remuneration ; why, it carries 

1$. Remuneration ! why, it is a fairer name than a French- 

. crown. I will never .buy and fell out of this word, 

SCENE III. Enter Biron. 

' Birdn. O my good knave Ctftard, exceedingly well met. 

I Coft. Pray you, 5uy how much carn ation ribbon, may a/ 

man buy for a remuneration ? : ,\ 

Biron, What is a ra rnup eni tJon ? 

Coft. Marry, Sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O why then three farthings worth of filk, 

Coft, I thank your worihip $ God be with you I 

Biron. O ftay^ Have, I muft employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, my good knave. 
Do one thing for me that I ihall intreat. 

Coft. When would you have it done, $ir t » 

Biron, O, this afternoon. 

Coft. Well, I will do it, Sir : rare you well, 

Biron. O, thou knoweft not what it is. 

Coft. I mall know, Sir, when I have done it. 

Biron. Why, villain*, tfcu mnft know firft. 

Coft. I will come to yoar worfhip to-awrrow morning, 

Ctf . Thou haft no feetfng ef It, MA t 

Iwififpeakthat/Vnw/. 

ICftrd running oat, that was (afely within, 

Jell orer the threshold, and broke my mm. 

Arm. We will talk no aiore of this matter*. 

Cij/f, Till there be more matter in this Au>» 

Am. Sirrah, Ct/fard, l will InfranchHe thee. 

Ctf. o marry me to one Fr*nd$ y 1 &neU feme J»#w»f, ftrtegeofti 

-frm. By my fweet foul, I mean, letting thee at liberty. Bnfree* 
Mming thy perfon ; thou wert immur'd, reftrained, captivated, 



C*. True, tree, and now yon will be my purgation, and. let me 

Arm. I giro, Vc 

Biron* 
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Bmn. It muft be done this afternoon. 
Hark, flave, it is but this t 
The Princefi comes to hunt here in the park : 
And in her train there it a gentle lady ; 
When tongues fpeakfweedy, then they name her name, 
And RMtte they call her $ aik for her, 
And to her white hand fee thou do commend 
This feaTd up counfel. There's thy guerdon ; go* 

Oft, Gueroon, Ofweet guerdon! better than remnnera- 
tson, eleven pence farthing betters moft rweet guerdon ! 1 
will do it, Sir, in print. Guerdon, — remoneratioo- — 

Birm. O! and I* 
Forfooth, in love ! I that hrre been lore's whip 3 
A very beadle to an amorous figh $ 
Acritick; nay, a night-watch conftablej 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal more magnificent. 
This whimpering, whining, purblind wxyward boy, 
Thwfeoior -junior, giant-dwarf, DanCkptf, 
Regent of lovo-rhimes, lord of folded arms, 
Th' anointed Sovereign of fighsand groans 1 
Liege of all toy term and malecontents : 
Dread Prince of plackets, King-of codpieces i 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting par atort: (O my little heart!) 
And I to be a corporal of his file, 
And wear his colours, nice a tumbler's hoop ! 
What? Hove! I foe! what? Keekawim! 
A woman ! that is like a German dock, 
Still a repairing, ever out of frame, 
And never going aright, being a watch, 
But being watch'd, that it may Bill go right. 
Kay, to be perjur'd, which is worft of all : 
And among three, to love the worft of all! 
A whitcly wanton with a velvet brow, 
With two pitch balls ftuck in her face for eyes, 
Ay, and by heav'n, one that will do the deed, 
Tho' Argus were her eunuch and her guards 
And I to figh for her ! to watch for her ! 

Ta 
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To pray for her ! go to : it » a plague 

That Cupid will impofe for my neglea 

Of his almighty, dreadful tittle, might* 

Well* 1 will low, write, figh, pray, fue and groan: 

Some men muft lo?t my lady, and fome Joan. [Exit* 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 

A Pavilion in the Park mar the Pake*. 

Enter the Prinufty Ro&line, Maria, Catharifle, Lord*, At* 

ttnaaMttf and a Fort/ter, 
Trin* TT7AS that the King that fporr'd msfcorfefo hard 
W Againftthe fteep uprifing of the hill? 
Boy*. I know not, hot I think it wm not he. 
Prin, Who e'er he was, he fhew'd a mounting mind* 
Well, lords, to-day we (hall have our difpatch, 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then, Forefter, my friend, where is the bdh 
That we muft fluid and play the muitherer in ? 

For. Hard by, upon the edge of yonder coppice, 
A ftand, where you may make the jaireft ftoot. * 

m .... the laireft (hoot. 

Prm. I thank my beauty, I am feir that (hoot, 



And thereupon thou fpeakft the faireft ftoot 
*"". Pardon r ** • - - 

^ n. What, ..-_.. _.. r ._._ „-, _„. 
O /hort-Hr'd pride! not fair? alack for wo! 



Ftr. Pardon me* Madam, for I meant .not fo. ^ 1 



Prm. What, what? firft praife me, then again (ay ap* 



Fop. Yes, Madam, fair. 

Prm. Nay, never paint me now, 
Where fair u not, praife cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my jlafe, take this for telling true* 
Fair payment for foal Word* it more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 

Prm. See, tee, my beauty will be lav'd by merit. 
O herefie in fair, fit for theft daye, 
A giving hand, though foul, Dull have fair praife. 
But come, the bow $ now mercy goes to kill, 
And fliooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will 1 lave my credit In the flioot, 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't 1 
If wounding, then it was to (hew my skill, 
That more for praife than purpofe meant to kill. 
And out of queftion, to it is fometimes, 
dory grows guilty of detefted crimes, 
Whenfor fame'* lake, for praife, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart. 
As 1 for ptaife alone now feek to fpill 
The pw dajrt Wood, tfutiny atari aatMMgl ( ^ 
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Muttr Cofisrd* 

Sofet, Here comet a member of the cooummweakb. * 

C$. I hare a letter from Monfieur Birtn, to one lad* 
Rofaline. 

Prin. O thy letter, thy letter : he't a good friend of nun* 
Stand afide, good bearer. Boyet, you can carve, 
Breakup thit capon, j* 

Boyet. I am hound to ferveV 
This letter is aniftook, it i moorte th none hen | 
Jt is writ to Jaquesuttofy 

Prin, We will read k, I (Wear. 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear, 
. Boyet rtads. 

Byheav'n, that thou art fair, is moft io&lKM© ; tme, 
that thou art beauteous} troth it fctf, that thou art lovely; 
more fairer than fair, beautiful than- beauteous, truer than 
truth it felf ; have eommiferadon on thy heroical vanuJ, 
The magnanimous and met? iliuflxate King Cofbaum let eye 
upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar Zewekpi**) and 
ne it was that might rightly fay* vmi, «Mr, vies s which 
to anatomize in the vulgar, (O bafe and obfeure vulgar !) 
yiddicet, he came, faw, and overcame j he came, one, 
faw, two, overcame, three. Who came ? the King. Why 
did he come? to fee. Why did he fee ? to overcome. To 

?•/*. Donotcarft wives hold that felf-forerefeaty 
Only for praife' iake, when they ftrive to be 
l^ords o'er their lords t 
Prin. Only for praife, and praife we nay aflbrd 
. Te any lady that fubdoes her lord, 
Enter Coftard. 

• ----- common wealth. 

C*fi, God dip-you-den all, pray yoo f which it the head lady t 

Prin Thou (halt know her, fellow, by the reft that hare no heads, J 

C*jU Which is thegreateit lady, the bizheftf 

Prin. The thickeft and the talleft. 

Ctf. The thickeit and the talleft I it it fo, troth la train. 
An your wafte, miftreis, were as /lender aa my wit, * 

One a thefe maids girdles for your wafte thould be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman r you are the thic keft hem* 



re not you the chief woman? you are the thick 
Prm What's your will. Sir f what'a your will f 
OF- I have, off. 

' " ifictsetbi 

whsea 



and "a^*** 6 lettcr> u ftuUt - ** Fxcach fi|aifirt ** •*"* 
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whom came. be ? to thebeggar. What faw he ? the beggar. 
Whom overcame he ? the beggar. The conclufion is vic- 
tory ; on whofe fide ? the King's ; the captive is inrichM : 
on whofe fide ? the beggar's. The cataftrophe it a nuptial ; 
on whofe fide ? the King's ? no, on both in one, or one in 
both :. I am the King, (for fo ftands the companion) thou 
the beggar, for fo witneffeth thy lowiinefi. Shall I com- 
mand thy love ? I may. Shall I enforce thy love? I could. 
Shall I entreat thy love ? I will. What fhalt thou . ex- 
change for rags ? robes j for tittles ? titles 5 for thy felf ? 
me. Thus expefting thy reply, t prophane my lips on thy 
foot, my eyes on thy p&ure, and my heart on thy every part. 
Thine in the deareft defign of indujhy, 

Don Adriano de Armado, 
Thus doft thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainft thee, thou lamfe, that ftandeft a* his prey .} 
Subrniffive fall his princely feet before, 

■ And he from forage will incline to play. 
But if thou ftrive (poor foul) what art thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repafture for his den. 

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this letter ? 
What vane? what weathercock ? did you ever hear better ? 

Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the ftile. 

Prin, Elfe your memory' is bad, going. o'er it ere while. 
• Scyet. This Armada is a Spaniard that keeps herein court, 
A phantafine, a mammuccio, and one that makes fport 
To the Prince and his book-mates. 

Prin, Thou fellow, a word. 
Who gave thee this letter ? '"' ' 

Cop, 1 told you, my lord. 

Prin, To whom fliould'ft thou give it ? 
, * Coft. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin t From which lord to which lady ? 

Cop, From my lord Bcrown, a good matter of 
To a lady of France that he call'd Rofaline, ^ 

Prin, Thou haft miftaken his letter. Come, lords, away. 
Here, fwcet, put up this, 'twill be thine another 4ay. * 

[Exeunf* 

* — • another day. . M 

J***. Who u the (hooter ? who is the ihooter i 

.vn. a. cc **• 
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SCENE {{. [Sboot rvithin.-] 
Muter Dull, Hosofcrnes, and Nathaniel. 
Natb. Very reverent- fport truly, add done in the tribV 
mony or* a good eonfetenpe* 

Hoi. The deer was (as you know) faegms in Mood, tint 
ar a pom water, who now hangeth like a jewel iathe eat of 
Cteh the iky, the welkin, the heaVn, and anon fsUeta 
like a crab on the ftee of Terra, the fefl, the land, tj» 
earth. , 

BJ. Shall I teach you to know t 

Byet. Ay, my continent of beauty. 

*#. Why, (tie that bean the bow. "Finely pat esT. 

%rt. My lady goes to Jcill borate bat if ibou merry, 
Hans me by the neck, if horna that year miicariy. 
Finely pOt on. 

Rof. Well then, lam the (hooter. 

Btytt. And who is your Deer t 

R»f. j£wfe choofe by horns, year fdf j come not near. 
Finely pot on indeed. 

Mar. Vou ftiil wiaaafe with her, By#, and flie fttikeeat the hear. 

*•/*. fiat flie her Wf .is hit lower. Have 1 hit her now f 

*•/. Shall 1 come upon thee with an old faying, that wae a ana 
when JCing Pippin of framt was a little ooy, at touching the hatftf 

Btytt. So I may anfwer thee with one as old, that waa a woaua 
when^tteenGanwiwrof Britain wzs a HtUe wench, ae teejebiaf dw 
h» it 

Xtf. Thoncan'n not hit k^ hit it, hit it. 
Thou can'fi not hit it, my good man. 

Jfcw. I cannot, cannot, cannot, 
^n I cannot, another can. . fX*aU fet 

C&. By my troth, rooft pleafant, how both did lit it. 

Mar.' a mark marvellous well /hot; for they both did hit it. 

$•>«. a mark, O, mark but that mark I a mark, fays say aw* 
**l> he , m * rk havc * P 1 ** m ^ to nw* 1 »*» if it may be. 

Mar. Wide o'th' bow hand, ifaith your hand is out. 

&ft. Indeed a' mull (hoot nearer, or he'll ne'er hit the duet. 

*•;«. And if my hand be out, then belike your head ia in. 

&h Then will (he get the upihot by clearing the pin. 

Mzr .Come, come;, you talk greenly, your lips grow foot 

y*. She's too hard for you at pricks, Sir. challenge her to hail. 

£?/*%} fcar , t0 ° much rubbing; good night, mygoodejwL 

C^. By my foul, a fwain, a mc£ fimpie clown. 
Lords Lord ! how the ladies and \ have put him down f 
g' my troth, moft/wect Jells, moft incoay rolgar wit, 
When it comes lo fmcothfy off, fo obfcenefy, at it were, ft *U 
j4r»*ufo ©nh' one fide, O, a medf dainty man. *»■»—* 

To fee him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan. 
life^S U ", l ft ^v"<how morff£3ly U will twnare 
£nd hjj page p» ttV other fide, that handful of wiU ■*«« 

^fewli/^ 110011 ^^^ 

•■ • 
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MtL Truly, mate Moifirnu, the epithets are fweet- 
iy varied, like a fcholar at the leaft : but, Sir, I auure yu» 
Jt was a back of the firft head. 

Ha?. Sir Nathaniel, baud credo. 
. DmB. *Twas not I'berud crtft* 'twas a pricket. . . 

Ekf* Mqft barbarous intimation ; yet a kind of inunua* 
tion, as it were in wa t in way. of explication j facere, at 
It were, replication j or rather efctttari, to (how at it were 
|iia inclination after his undreffeoY unpo&hed, uneducated, 
ampruned, untrained, or rather unfettered, or rathcreft unr 
fetiunned faihion, to infert again my baud credo for a deer. 

-Dull, I Cud, the deer was not a baud oWa, 'twas a 
fricket. 

H0L Twice Ibd fimplicity, Au coSus ; O thou moofle? 
ignorance, bow deformed deft th*tt4ook! 

iSfoftfr. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that are 
bred in a book. He bath .not eat paper as if were* he hath 
not drunk ink. His, intejloft is net repjenfted* He it 
ooly an animal, "only fen&lfi in the duller parts j . V 
And inch barren plants are Sot before us, that we thank- 

fuHhouldbe, 
For thole parts which we tafte and feel do fru&ifie in us 

more than |*. • 
For aa k would ill become me to be win, indKcreet, or a 

foolj • . ... 
80 were there a patch fet on learning, to fee him in a fchool. 
But aunt hem fay I, being of an old father's mind,. ' 
Many can brook the weather, 'that Jove not the w/irM. 

Dull, Yon two are book- men 5 can you tell by your wit, 
What was a month old at £*i*'s birth, that's not five weeks 
oldasypt? 

B*k Di&ynna, good-man Dull} DicTyuna, good-man 

Duti.ythititDiSiyntiaf 

&*tb. A title to Pb*lx, tvLutta, to the Mm*. 

Eoi. The moon was a month old when Adam was no 



And raught not to fare weeks when he came to fivefcotc* 
Th'alhmon holds in the exchange. 

..: €*» .. "..HA 
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Duff. 'Tistrue indeed, the coHufion holds in the ex- 



Hd. God comfort thy capacity! Hay, the allofion hoHs 
in the exchange. 

Dull. And I(ay, the pollution holds in the exchange; 
for the moon is never but a month old ; and I fay befide, 
that 'twas a pricket that the Princeft kilPd. 

Hoi. Sir Nathaniel, will yen hear an extemporal epitaali 
on the death tf the deer? and to humour the ignorant, 
I have talTd the deer the Princeft kiU'fl, a pricket. 

Natb. Page, good mafter Hdofernet, perge, fo it fhal 
pleafe you to abrogate fcurrility. 

Hoi. I will (bmething affoft the letter, for it argue* 
facility. 

The prmfeful Princtfs pint* J and prick 

A pretty pUafing priest. 
Smejfay a frit, but not a ~ fire, 

9 WU now made for* w'tb flooring* 
The dogt did yell, put L id fire, 
Then ford jumpt from4hichet j 
Or pricket-fore, or dfe ford, 
The ptoplt fail a booting. 
If fore be fort, tben L to fire, 
Maka fifty f or*, ford! 
Of one fore tan hundred make, 
By adding but one more L t 
Natb. A rare talent! 

Dull. If a talent be a daw, look how he daws Urn wim 
t talent. 

Hd. This is a gift that I have, fimple, finmle 5 a- fonfift 
extravagant fpirit, fall of forms, figures, Jhapes, objects, 
ideas, apprehenfioas, motions,' revolutions. Tfcefe are be- 
got in the ventricle of memory, nourim'd in the womb of 
pia mater, and delivered upon die mellowing of orrafifw ; 
but the #ft is good in thofc in whom it is acute, and I an 
thankful for it. 

Natb. Sir, I praife the Lord for you, and fe may any 
pan&ionen, for their font are well tutorM by you, and 
their daughter* profit very greatly under you ; you am « 
good member of the commonwealth, 

BoL 
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Rei. Mtbertk, if their foils be ingenuous* they flail 
TWX jk> mftruc"Uon : if their daughters be capable, I will 
put it to them. . But vir fafit, qui fauca loquitur 3 a foul 
tomioc (alutetb us. 
, SCENE HI. jB«f«rJaquenetta4«/CQflard, 

J*f . God give you good morrow, matter parfon. * 
Cpod mafter parfon, be fogood as read me this letter} if 
vat given me by Cofiard, and fent me from Don Armatbo. 
X bcfeech you, read it* [Nathaniel reads to bimfelf. 

Hol. r Faufte precer gtlida quando pecus crnne fub umbri 
rmmnat, and fo forth* Ah, good old Mantuan, f I may 
Jpeak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice $ Venegia.Ve* 
lugia I qui no* te vedi, ei mn te pregia. Old Mantuan, 
old Mamuan I Who underftandeth thee not, loves thee 
not. wire folia mi fa. Under pardon, Sir, what are. the 
•onteats ? or rather, as Horace lays in his — What ! my 
foul! verfes! 

Natb. Ay, Sir, and very learned. 
. W. let me hear a ftaff, a ftanza, a verfe j Lege, Thmine. 
. tfatb. Iflove make me fotfworn,how fhall I fwear to lovcf 
. Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty vow'd $ 
Though Co myfelf forfwom, to thee 1*11 faithful prove, 

TWe thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like ofters bowM» 
Study his bta& leaves, and makes his book thine eyes $ 

Where all thole pleasures live, that art would comprehends 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee mall (office, ;' 

Veil learned is that tongue, that well can thee commend. 
All ignorant that Soul, that fees thee without wonder : 
. Whstb is to me fome praiCe, that I thy parts admire % 
Tbf eyjey*Df's lightning bears,thy voice is dreadful thunder 4 

'Which not to anger bent, is mufick, and fweet fire. 

• •—• mailer parfe-n. 
' &L atafter parfcn, fttafi perfop. Aad If one fliould be picre'd, 
which is the one f 



Cw. Marry, matter fchool-mafter, ho that is likeft to a'tioghearf, 
ml. Of piercing a hogfhrad* a good clatter of conceit in a tort off 
9%b» Are enoogh for a ff L * -*-.-- — 

Jtq. Good mailer, Gfc. 



rr- 



_. r -._— „ B«- - — — 

Are enough lor a flint, pearl enough lor a iwine : 'Tia pretty, 



f H« means Bnptiff* S^agmtlu^, famamed Mtntumtms from the 
place of his birth* a Writer of Poems who lived toward* the end of 
tfct fifteenth Century. 

Cc 3 Ce- 
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Celeffial as thou art, Oh pardon, love, this wrong; 

That fings the heaven's praife with fuch an earthly tongttdf 
• Hoi. You find not the dpoftropbes, and fo mife the ac- 
cent. Let me fopervife the canzonet. Here are onrj- 

numbers ratify'd ; hut for the elegancy, facility, and golden 
cadence of poefie, caret : Ovidius Nafo was the man.' And 
why indeed Nafi, but for finelling out the odoriferous nWJ 
ers of fancy, the jerks of invention f imitari is nothing? 
fo doth the hound his mafler, the ape his keeper, the tir'd 
horfe his rider: but, Damofelkt Virgin, was this directed 
to you? 

ffaq. Ay, Sir, from one Monfieur Bbnm, one of the 
ftrange Queen's lords. 

Hoi. I will overglance the fuperfcript. To tbefnew 
white band of the moft beauteous lady RofaKne. I wifi look 
■ again on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of 
the party writing, to the pcrfon written unto. 

Your Lady Jhif sin ail defied employment, Btron. 
This Biron is one of the votaries with the King, and here 
he hath fram'd a letter to a fequeht of the ftranger Queen's, 
which accidentally or by the way of progremon hatE mif- 
carry'd. Trip and go, my fweet 5 deliver this paper into 
the hand of the King 5 it may concern much \ ftay not thy 
complement 5 I forgive thy duty 1 adieu. 

Jo*. Good Co/lard, go with me, Sir, God (aye your hie. 

Co/t. Have with thee, my girl. [Exe. Coir. WJaq. 

Natb. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, very 
religioufly : and as a certain rather faith — •— 

Hoi. Sir, tell not me of the father, I ddfear colourable 
colours. But to return to the verfes : did they pleafe you, 
Sir Nathaniel f 

Nath. Marvellous well for die pen. 

Hoi. I do dine to-day at the father* s of a certain pupil 
of mine } where if (being repaft) it (hall pleafe you to gra- 
tifie the table with a grace, I will, on my privilege I have 
with the parents of the aforefaid child or pupil, undertake 
your ben venuto j where will I prove thofeveriet to be wry 
unlearned, neither favouring of Poetry, wit or mvcntion. 
I befeech your fociety. 

2tek. 
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Natl. And thank 70a too : for fodety (61th the tat) it 
the happinefi of life. 

ifcfc Aiw^certw the. text mod infallibly concludes it. Sir, 

[To DulKT I do invite you too 5 you (hall not fay me nay : 

Pamca verba. - Away, the gentles are at their game, and 

we will to our recreation. [Exeunt. 

., SC E N E IV, 

Enter Ttoran, vritb a paper in Ms baud, alone, 

Biruk The King it hunting the <leer, I am courfing my 
felf. They have pitcht.a toil, I' am toiling in pitch 5 pitch;* 
dtat defiles; defile, a foul word: well, fit thee down, 
forrow 5 for fo they fay the fool faid, • and fo lay I, and 
I the fool. Well prov'd wit. By the Lord this love is at 
mad arAjax, it kills- flieep, It kills me ; I a fheep, well 
prov*d aga^n on my fide, I will not love ; if I do, hang 
me ; P&th I will not. O, but her eye : by this light, 
but for her eye, I would not love j yes, for her two eyes. 
Well, I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my 
throat. By heaven, I do love, and it hath taught me to 
ihtme, and to be melancholy 5 and here is part of my 
rhime, and here my melancholy. Well, me hath one o' 
my fonnets already $ the clown bore it, the fool fent it, and 
the lady hath it : fweet clown, fweeter fool, fweeteft lady! 
by the world, I would not care a pin if the other three 
were in. Here comet one with a paper; God give him 
grace to groan \ [He ftandt afide. 

Enter the King. 

King. Ay me! 

Biro*. Shot, by heav'n! proceed, fweet Cupid; thou 
haft thumpt him with thy bird-bolt under the left pap : in 
faith, fecrets. 

King. So fweet a kifi the golden fun gives not [Reading. 
To thofe frefli morning drops upon the rofe, 

At thy eye-beams when their rrejh rays have fmote 
The night of dew that on my cheeks down flows ; 

Nor mines the filver moon one half fo bright, 
Through the tranfparent bofom of the deep, 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light j 

_ t Thou mjn'ft in every tear that I do weep ; 
' - • See p. 183. 

No 
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No drop, but as a coach 4oth carry thee, 
So ndeft thou triumphing in my woe. 

Do but behold the tears that (Well in me, . 
And they thy glory through my grief will »f»i 
But do not love thy felf, then thou wilt keep . 
My tears for ghuTes, and fHll make me ween. 
O Queen of Queens, how far doft thou excel ! 
No thought can think, aor.tongue of mortal tall* 
How £hall (he know my griefs? Til drop the paper; 
Sweet leave* (hade folly. Who is he comes here ? 

- T „P*» ***•'* 

* Enter Langaville. 
What! LongaviUtt and reading! Uften, ears! 

Biron* Now in thy likenefs one more fool appeanv 

Long. Ay me! Iamfbrfwom. 

Biron. Why, he comes in like a Perjure, wearing PP* 

King. In love, I hope} fweet fellowfhtp in flume, 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

Long. Am I the tuft that have been perjur'd fe ? 

■Siren. I could put thee in comfort j not by w» tint I 
know, 
. Thoumak'ft the triumvlry, the three-corner-capof fecaty 
The mape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up fimjiiaty. 

Long. I fear thefe ftohborn lines lack power to mo*** 
O fweet Maria, Emprefg of my love. 
Thefe numbers will I tear, and write in profei 

Biron. O, rhimes are guard* on wantooC^iVTs hofci 
Disfigure not his flop. 

Long, This fame fhall go. [Be rmk tbif*** 

Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye 

("Gainft whom the world cannot bold argument) 
Perfwade my heart to this falfi perjury t 

Vows fir thee broke deferve not pumjhmmt t 
A woman I for/wore, hut I will prove, 

thou being a goddefs, Iforfwere not thee. 
My vow was earthy, thou a kejtfnfy love : 

Thy grace, being gained, cures alldijgraet i* SSfc 
Vuwt art but breath, and breath a vapour is t 

Then thou fair fun, whtih on my earth mfp* M . 
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ExbaTfi this vapour-mow ; in thee it is j 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine $ 
ff by me hroke^ what fool is not fo tvifi 
Tolofe an oath to %mn a paradije f 

Biron. This is the liver- vein, which makes flcfli a deity: 
A green goofe-a goddefi : pure; puire idolatry. ' 
God amend us, God amend us, we are much out o'th* way. 
Enter Domain. - 

Long. By whom /hall I fend this! (company >) ftay. 

Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant play 5 - 
like a Demy-god, here fit I in the /ky : . *■ 
And wretched fools feerett heed&Uy b*er-eye :' 
More fades to the mill 1 O neaVns, I have my who, 
Dumain is tramform'd 5 four woodcocks in* a dun. 

Dum. O molt divine Kate! 

Biron. O moft prophane coxcomb ! [Afide. 

Dum. Thou heav'n ! the wonder of a mortal eye ! 

Biron. By earth, fhe is but corporal, there you lie. [Afide. 

Dum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber cored. ' 

Biron. An^nnber-colourM'MvenwasweU noted. [Afide. 

Dum. As upright as the cedar. J 

Biron. Stoop I fay, 
Her fhoulder'is with child. [Afide. 

Dum. As fair as day. 
. Biron. Ay, as feme day* j but then no fun muft imne. 

■*•■''- t4*<fc 

Dum. O that I had my wife! 
Long. And I had mine! 
Jftg. And mine too, good Lord! . 
* Biron* Amen, Jo I had mine. Is not that a good word ? 

{Afide: 
Dum. I would forset her, but a fever me 
Reigns in my blood, 'and will remembred be. ' 

Biron. A fevef in your blood! why then nation 
Would let her out in fawcers, fweet mifprifion. [Afide „ 
Dum. Once more 1*11 read the ode that I have wnt. 
Biron. Once more 1*11 mark how love can vary wit, [Afi de. - 
Dumain reads his- fennet. • < 

Qua day, alack the day! 
< '- Love, vfbofe month is ever May, 

%V 
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Sffd a bkffm fifing fair, 
F toying in tht watt** air t 

AS unfit* tan fagago find, 
, 'XbattUlfiverficktodeMtb, 

WVdbMdftbebm*frir**k* 
. 4r(§rtbbe)tl»d*ihm*fUm 
' Ar.^ouldJm^Utfinmftfi! 
But, alack, my baud it fnom, 
tftUrSotkcttte/hmtujthm* 
Vow, alack, for ymthuuuml 
Youth. (9 op to, pbfik a f**U 
J)o not taU it fat iu uu, s 
Zbatlamferfworujurtk*. ft , ' 
'Tbouifawbme&u'fttWamdi**** • 
' Juno but att<Mthi<fe **n, 

Turuitv mortal fir tfy In*. 
This will I fend, and foraetiuag elfc vote pitta, 
Ttatmallexprekwa; twtk*t % *hfo**1**t ' 
O, would the King, Biron,^ frag****** 
Were lovers too! ill to example ill 
'^rottld'ftom my forehead wipe a perjus'd uwtet 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. . 

tm n J>umain, thy lore is far from «hjn^ ^ , 
That in love's grief defiVft fociety 1 [CMWay JflrW^ 
You may look pale, but I mould hfea, 1*0*** 
qpofae •'cr-heard, and taken nappk* Jb» ,..,., 

..Of. Come, Sir, you Mg(h r yhi» y^ ^ 

Y*u chide at him, offending twice a* much. 
You do not love Maria rLongawlk 
Did never focmet for he* fake. compile ? 
Nor never lay v 4 hk wrcatked arma athwart 
H* loving bofem, «»keep down hi* ***** * 
Ihavcbeenclc^dyifluc^^dmtWabuih, . . 
Aod toarkt you both, add far ym both did bluin. 
I heard your guilty rhimes, ohferVd your raflrion } 
Saw fighi reek from you, noted well your pafiod* 
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Ay me! fays one; O$ove! the other cries $ 
Her hairs were gold, chryftal the other's eyes* 
You would for paradife break faith and troth, r 

And y<0ve for your lore would infringe an oath* 
What vMBinn (ay, when that he fkaU hear- 
A faith infringed, which fuch seal did fwear ? 
How will he (corn? how will he Spend his wit? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh atjtt 
For all the wealth that ever 1 did fee, 
'I would not have him know (b much by me. 

Biron* Now ftep I forth to whip hypocrUft, 
Ah, good my Liege, I pray thee, pardon roe, 

[Coming forptard* 
Good heart, what grace haft 1 thou thus to reprove 
Thefe worms for loving, that art mod in love ? 
Your eyes do make no coaches 5 in your tears 
There is no certain Princefs that appears ; 
You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis an hateful thing j 
Tufh j none hot nriuraels like of fbnnetting. 
But as* you not afham'd > nay, are you not 
All three of you, to be thus much o'er-mot ? 
You found bis mote, the King your mote did fee % 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 
O, what a fcene of fooi'ry have I feen, 
Of fighs, of groans, of fbrrow, and of teen ! 
O me, with what ftrift patience have I fat, 
to fee a King transformed to a gnat ! 
To fee great Htrcuks whipping a gigg, 
And profound Solomon tuning a jigg ! 
MA Nlfior play at puih-pin with the boys, 
And Critick Imon laugh at idle toys ! 
'Where lyes thy grief } O tell me, good Dumain 3 
And, gentle LongmnBt, where lyes thy pain? 
And where my Liege's ? all about the breatf. 
A caudle hoa ! ' 

King, Too bitter is thy jeft. 
Are we betray *d thus to thy over-view ? 

Bin*. Not you by me, but I betray 'd by you. 
J that am honeft, I that hold it fin 
To break the vow I am engaged in M 

lap 
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I am betray** by keeping company 
With vane-like men, of Grange inconftancy. 
When (hail yon fee me write a thing m rhime ? 
Or groan foe Joan t or fpend a minute's time 
In pruning me ? when (hall you hear that I 
Will praife a hand, a foot, * free, an eye, 
A gate, a ftate, a brow, a breaft, * wafte, 
A leg, a limb ? 

King. Soft, whither away fo raft ? 
A true man or a thief, that gallops fo ? 

Biron. I poft from love 5 good lover, let me go. 
Enter Taquenetta W Goftard. 
; Jaf. God bids the King 1 

King. What prefect haft then there? 

Coft. Some certain treafon. 

King. What makes treafon here ? 

Coft, Nay, it makes nothing, Sir. i 

King. If it mar nothing neither, t 

The treafon and you go in peace away together* 

Jaq . I befeech your Grace, let this letter be read, 
Our parfon mifdoubts it : it was treafon, he JakL 

King. Biron, read it over. • [H* read* tb* ktttr. 

Where hadft thou it? 

Jaf . Of Coftard. 

King. Where hadft thou it ? 

Oft. Of Dun Adranudio, Dun Akamadio. 

King. Mow now, what is in you? why doft thou tear it? 1 

Biron. A toy, my jUege, a toy: your Grace needs I 
not fear it. f 

Long, It did move him to paiSon, and therefore let's I 
hear it. J 

Vum, h is Biron** writing, and here is his name. 

Biron. Ah, you whorefon loggerhead, you were bom to 
do me (hame. 
Guilty, my lord, guilty: I confefi, I confeft. 

King. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lackt me fool to make op 
the mefi. 
He, he and you : ahd you, tnytiege, and I 
Are o ick-purfes m love, and we deferve to die, 

O 
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O, difmifi this audience, and I lhall tell you more. 
Dim. tfow the number is even. 
Biren. True, true, we are four i - 
Will thefe turtles be ©me ? 

King. Hence, Sirs, hence, away) 
Ofi. Walk afide the true folk, and let the traitors (fay. 
». «, , ' „ • • " [**«* Coft. <w</ Jaq. 
*f«w. Sweet lords, fweet lovers, O, let us imbrace : 
As true we are as fleih and blood can be. 
The lea will ebb and flow, heav'n wiU. fliew his face v 

Young blood doth not obey an old decree. 
We cannot croft the caufe why we were born i 
Therefore of all hands muft we be for/worn. 
King. What, did thefe rent lines fliew fome love of thine ? 
Btron. Did they, quoth you? who fees the heavenly **- 
fahnty ' 

That (like a rude and lavage man oflruk 

At the firft opening of the gorgeous eaft) 
Bows not his vai&l head, and ftrucken blind, 

KhTes the hafe ground with obedient breaft ? 
What peremptory eagle-fighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her Majefty? . 

King. What seal, what fury hath infpir'd thee now ? 
My love (her miftrels) is a gracious moon, 
She (an attending ftar) fcarce feen a light. 
Bum. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Bitot. 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night 
Of all complexions the cullM Sovereignty 
,„, Do jr mcet * ■» at a Fair > in her fair cheek 2 
Where fevcral worthies make one dignity, 

. Where nothing wants that want it felf doth feck. 
Lend me the flotu&of all gentk tongues ; 
' / ie > Painted rhetorick! O, (ht needs it not: 
To things of fale a feller's piahe belongs : 

She paffes praile, then praue too fhort doth blot 
A withered hermit, fifefcore winters worn, 

Might make off fifty, looking in her eye: 
Beauty doth varum age, as if new-born, 
And gives, the cnttehthe cradle's infancy. 

Yn. «. D4 7 ' o, 
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O 'tis the fan, that maketh att things mine* 
' King. By beav'n, thy love is black as ebony* 
Biron. Is ebony like her ? O woo* divine! 
A wife of fuch wood were felicity* 
O, who can gjve an oath ? where is a. book r 

That I may fwear beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that (he learn not of her eye to look : 
No face is fair that is not' full fc black. 
ting. O paradox, black is the badge of hell | 

The hue of dungeons -, and the ftole of night. 
Biron. And beauty's drefs becomes the heavens wuO. 
Perils foonsfc tempt* reiembling fpirits of ijgjit \ 
Q, if in black my lady* brow be deckt, . 

- It mourns, that painting, and ufurped hair 
Should ravifli doters with a falfe afpeft t 

And therefore is the born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the faflrion of the days, 

For native blood is counted painting now \ 
And therefore red, that would avoid. difpraife, 
Paints it felf black, to imitate her b row, 
&ttm. To look like her are chimneysweepers black ? 

Long. Andfince her time, are colliers counted bright r 
King. And Etbiof* of their fweet complexion crick ? 

Dim. Dark needs no candles, now, tor dark is light. 
Biron. Your miftreflcs dare nevercome in rain, 

For fear their colours mould be waftt away. 
King. 'Twere good yours did.: for, Sir, to tell you phia* 

I'll find a fairer face not waiht to-day/. 
Biron. I'll prove her fair, ortalk 'till dooms-day here, 
King. No devil will fright thee then fo much as (he. 
Vum. I never knew man. hold vale ftufF fo dear. 

Long, took, here's thy love, my foot and her race fee. 
Biron. O, if the ftreets were paved with thine eyes, 

Her feet were, much too dainty for fucll tread. 
Dum. O vile ! the* asAe goes, what upward lyes 

The ftreut mould fee as Ae walk'd over head. 
King. Bat what of this, are we hot all in love? 
Biron. Nothing fo fure, and thereby all forfworn. 
. King. Then leave this chat, and, good Biron, now prove 
Our loving lawful,, and our frith not torn* 

" *■* 
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bum. Ay marry there, fotne flattery "fei thbeviL 

Long. O Game .authority how to proceed, 
Some tricks, fome quillets, bow to cheat the devil ? 

bum. Some falve for perjury ! 

Bim. O, 'tis more than need. 
Have at you then, affe&ion's Men at arms $ 
Confider what you firft did (wear onto S 
To fail, to ftudy, and to fee no woman | 
Flat treafon *gainft the kingly sW of youth* 
Say, can you fail ? your ftsmachs are too young t 
And abftinence ingendcrs maladies. 
Add where that you have vow*d to ftudy (Lords) 
In that each of foa hath forfworn his book, 
Can you ftill dream and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you,, my Lord* or you, or you* 
Have found the ground of duty's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face I 
From womens eyes this doctrine I derive $ 
They are the ground, the books, trie scademwh' 
From whence doth fpring the true ? rm*bw n6tt I 
Why, univerfal plodding poifona up 
The nimble fpirits in the arteries $ 
As motion and loftg-during action tires 
The fihewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now for not looking on a woman's fccey 
Vou have in that forfworn the me of eyes* 
And (hid/ too, the caufer of your vow. 
For where is any author in the world, v 
Teaches fuch beauty as a Woman's eye f . 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourferf, 
And where we are, our learning likewife if. 
Then when our felves We fee in ladies eyes, 
Do we not likewife fee our learning there I 
O, we have made a vow to ftudy, lords, 
And in that vow we have forfworn our books : 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you* 
In leaden contemplation have found oat 
Such fiery notions ?s the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with I . . 

Other flow arts entirely keep the brain a 

' tod» Ana 
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And therefore finding barren pra&ifers, 
Scarce (hew a harveft of their heavy toil. 
But love, firft learned in a lady'* eyes, 
lives not alone immured in the brain ; 
But with the motion of all elements, 
Courfes as fwirVas thought in every power, 
And gives to every power a double power; 
Above their run-ons and their offices. 
It adds a precidos feeing to the eye : 
A lover V eyes will gaze an eagle blind : 
A lover's ear will hear the loweft found. 
When the fufpidous head of theft is ftopt 
Love's feeling is more foft and fenfible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled mails. 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofi in ttlle x 
For valour, is not love a Herat!* 
Still climbing trees in the Htffmauf 
Subtle as Sphinx, as fweet and mufical 
As bright jfyotoft lute, fining with his hair ? 
And when love fpeaks, the voice of all the Gods, 
Makes heaven drowfie with the harmony. 
Never durft poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's fighs 5 
O, then his lines would ravilh favage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From womens eyes this doctrine I derive s 
They fparkle fHll the right Promethean fire, 
They are the booJfr, the arts, the academes. 
That fliew, conffin, and nourifh all the world j 
Elfe none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then fools you were, thefe women to fbrfwear : 
Or, keeping what is fworn, you will prove foob. 
For wifdom*s lake, a word that all men love ; 
Or for love's (ake, a word that moves all men a 
Or for mens fake, the author of thefe women ; 
Or womens fake, by whom we men are men $ 
Let us once lofe our oaths, to find our felves 3 
Or elfe we lofe our felves, to keep our oaths. 
It is religion tb be thus forfworn, 
JFor charity it felf fulfills the Jaw j 
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Arid who can fever love from charity f 

&*g. Saint Cufti then ! and, foldiers, to the field! 

Biron. Advance your fbndards; and upon them, Irtd?; 
Pell mell, down with them : but be firft advis'd, 
In conflid that you get the fun of them. 

Long. Now to plain-dealing, lay thefeglotiet by, 
Shall we refolve to woo thefe girls of Prance f 

King. And win them too $ therefore let as devife 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

2ft#M. Firft from the park let us conduit them tfiitHef* 
Then homeward every mart attach the hand 
Of his fair miftreis ; in the afternoon 
We will with fome Grange paftime folace them, 
Such at the fhortnefs of the time can fhape : 
For revels, dances, ma/ks, and merry hours, 
k Forerun fiur love, ftrewing her way with flowers. 

King ♦ Away, away, no time fhal] be omitted* 
Hiat will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron, Attorn! Allow ! foWed cockle reaps no corn, . 
And juftice always whirls in equal meafure i 
Light wenches may prove plagues to meiilbrfworn 5 

If foj our copper buys no better treafure. [E*t*nt* 

ACTV. SCENE I. 
£ntd> Hc4ofernes i tiathamel and Dull/ 
#«/. Q^Atis ouod fufficit. 

O -**«*• 1 P«ife Ood for Jrou* Sir* jfattf reafona 
at dinner -have been (harp and Jententious ) pleafant without 
fcurrility, witty without affedation, audacious without 
impudency, learned without opinion, and ftrange without 
herefie : I did converfe this fuorarib-aay with a companion 
of the King's, who is intituled, nominated, or called, Do* 
Adriano it Armada. 

Hoi. NavibeMtteMtanfuamtii His humour is lofty, 
his difcourfe peremptory, his tongue filed, his eye ambU 
tious, his gate majeftfcal, and his general behaviour vain, 
ridiculous, and thtafodical. He is too nicked, too fpruce, 
too affected, too odd, as it were, too peregrinate, as I may 
call it, 
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Natb. A moft Angola* and choice epithet ! 

[Dravto out bit tabk-btok. 

Jfb/. He draweth out the thread of his verbofity finer 
than the ftaple of his argument. I abhor foch phanatical 
phantaims, fuch infociable and point-devife companions, 
inch rackers of orthography, as do fpeak dout fine, when 
he would fay doabt j det, when he mould pronounce debt 5 
d, c, b,t j notd, c, t: heclepethacalf, cauf: half, hauf : 
neighbour voeatur nebour 5 neigh abbreviated ne t this ii 
abominable, which we would call abhominable, it ip&ra- 
ateth to me of hifanie : Ne inteltigis, Dmme, to make 
frantick, lunatick ? 

Nath. Lausdeo, bcneinttlTtgo. 

Hoi. Bontt bom for btni^ Prifiian a little (batch**, 
•twillferve. 
SCENE II. £*ferArmado, Mothtf/jrfCoftard. 

Nath. Videfne pits veuitf 

Hoi. Video, & gaud*. 

Arm. Chirra. 

Hoi. Store Chirrah, not Sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encountred. 

Boh Moft military Sir, ialutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great teaft of languages, 
and ftole the fcraps. 

Coft. O, they hare livM long on the Alms-balket of 
words. I marvel thy mafter hath not eaten thee for a wad, 
for thou art not (6 long by the head as bonorijScabifitudnuU- 
tibia : thou aft eafier fwallow'd than a flap»dragoo. 

Motb. Peace, the peal begins. 
• Arm. Monfieur, are you notletter'd ? 

Motb, Yes, yes, he teaches beys the born-book : 
What is A B fpelt backward with the horn on his head ? 

Ho!. Ba,' pucritia, with a horn added. 

Motb. Ba, moft filly flieep with* horn. Yon hear las 
learning. , 

Hoi; $uis, ?«?$, thou cbnfenant ? 

Motb. The third of. the Bre vowels, if you repeat theaa, 
orthenfth, if I. • . . - 

Hoi. I will repeat them, a a e,I 

Mab. The/bccp i the other two conclude it, +, «. 

Ami 
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Am. Now by the kit wave of the Makterranetm, a fweet 
touch, a quick venew of wit 5 foip, fnap, quick and home ; 
it rejoiceth my intellect 5 true wit. 
. Moth. Offer'd by a child to an old man : which is wit-old. , 

Hoi. What is the figure ? what is the figure ? 

Mstbk Horns. 

Hoi. Thou difputeft like an infant 5 go, whip thy gigg. 

Moth. Lend me your horn to make one, and I will whip 
mboot your infamy circttm circa, a gigg of a cuckold's horn. 

Coft. An I had but one penny in the world, thou fliould'ft 
have it to buy gingerbread 5 hold, there is the very re- 
muneradon I had of thy mafter, thou half, penny purfe of 
wit, thou pidgeon*egg of discretion. O, an the heav'i* 
were fo pleafed that thou wertbut my baftard ! what a joy- 
ful father wouldft thou make me ? go to, thou haft it ad 
dunghil, at the finger 1 ! ends, as they fay. 

Hoi. Oh, I finell falfe latin, dmgbil for ungum. 
• Arm. Arts-man, praamhula 3 we will be fingled from 
the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge* 
boufe on the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi. Or Mom the hill. 

Arm. At your fweet pleafure, for the mountain. 

Hoi. 1 &o jam queftion. 

Arm. Sir, it is the King's moft fweet pleafure and a/- 
fection, to congratulate the Princefs at her pavilion, in ihe 
fofterior of this day, which the rude multitude call the after- 
noon. 

Hoi, The pofierior of the day, moil generous Sir, is li- 
able, congruent, and meaforable for the afternoon : the 
word is well cojTd, choice, fweet, and apt, I do allure you, 
Sir, I do afiure. 

Arm. Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my fami- 
liar, I do afiure ye, my very good friend 5 for. what is in- 
ward between us, let it pafe—I do befeech thee, remember 
tby curtefie— I befeech .thee* apparel thy head, and among 
other importunate and moft ferious defigns, and of great 
import indeed too— but kt that pafs, for I muft tell thee 
it will pleafe his Grace (by the world) (bmetime m lean 
upon my poor ihoulder, and with his royal finger thus dal- 
ly with ay excrement, with, my muftachio j but, fweet 
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tieart, let that pafi. By the world, I recount no fenkj 
fane certain fpecial honours it pleaieth his greatneis to ia- 
part to Anna do a foldier, a man of travel, that hath fees 
the world j but let that paft— the very all of nil is— hot, 
fweet heart, I do implore fecrecy— that the King would 
have me prefent the Princefi (fweet chuck) with fomede* 
rightful oftentation, or mow, or pageant, or article, or 
fire-work. Now, underftanding that the curate and your 
fweet felf are good at fuch eruptions, and fudden breakiaj 
out of mirth (as it were) I have acquainted you withal, to 
the end to crave your affiflaoos. 

HqL Sir, you ihaU prefent before her the mne worthies. 
Sir, [To Nathaniel] as concerning fome entertainment of 
time, fome (how in the fo/Urhr of this day, to be rendrel 
by our affiftance at the King's command, and this moft gal* 
lant, illuftrate and learned gentleman, before the Prince* J 
I fay, none fo fit as to prefent the nine worthies. 

Natb. Where will you find men worthy enough to pre* 
tent them t 

Hoi, Jojbua, your felf) this gallant gentleman, JfcoW 
Macbabtux 5 this fwain (becaufe of his great limb or joint) 
fliall pais for Pomf*y the great j and the page* Htradm. 

Arm. Pardon, Sir, error : he is not quantity enough 
for that worthy** thumb j he is not fo big aa the end of as 
club. M • 

Hoi. Shall! have audience? he fall prefent JEfotnfeia 
minority : His Enter and Exit fliall be ftrangbng a f 
and I will have an apology for that purpose. 

Motb. An excellent device * Jo if any of the j 
fcift, you may cry j well done, flmaday now thoo crusVet 
the fnake j that is the way to make an offence pack** 
tho* few have the grace to know it. 

Am. For the reft of the worthies ? 

Hoi. 1 will play three my Jetf. 

Motb. Thrice worthy gentleman I 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing f 

Hoi. We attend. 

Am. We will have, if this radge net, an antique, I 
bfcfeedt you, follow. 

H */, Via I good-man XW/ y thou haft fpoken no word »B 
this while. ' ^ Ihl. 
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Dull. Nor underftood none neither, Sir. 

Hot. Alhn*> we will employ thee. 

DuR. I'll make one in a dance, or fo t or I will play 
on the taber to the worthies, and let them dance the hay. 

Btk\ Moft l)v//, noneft Dull, to oar flport away* fExatnt. 
SCENE HI. Enter Princefs, andLadiet. 

Prim. Sweet hearts, we {hall be rich ere we depart, 
If failings come thus plentifully in, 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds ! 
took you, what I haw from the loving King. 

Ref. Madam, came nothing elfe along with that ? 

Prin. Nothing but this? yes j as much-lore inrhime, 
As would be cram'd up in a flieet of paper, 
Writ on both fides the leaf, margent and all, , 
That he was fain to (eal on Cupid's name. 

Rof. That was the way to make his god-head way, 
For he bath been five tboufand years a boy. 

Catb. Ay, and a fhrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Rof. You'll ne'er be friends with him, hekilTd your filler* 

Catb. He made her melancholy, lad and heavy, 
And fo fhe died 5 had (he been light like you, 
Offucha.merry, nimble, ftirring fpirit, 
She might have been a grandam ere ihedy'd. 
And fo may you ; for a fight heart lives long. 

Ha/. What'syourdark meaning, moufe, of thislight word } 
. Catb. A light condition, in a beauty dark. 

Rof. We need more light to find your meaning out. 

Catb. You'll mar the light by taking it in (huflfi 
Therefore I'll darkly end the argument. 

Rof. Look what you do, you do it mil i'th'dark. 

Catb. So do not you, for you are alight wench. 

Rof, Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 

Catb. You weigh me not; O, that's, you care not forme. 

Rof. Great reafon 5 for paft cure is ftxll paft care. , 

Prin. Well bandied both 5 a fet of wit well play'd. 
But, RofaKnt) you have a favour too, 
Who teat it ? and what it it ? 

Rof. I would you knew. * 

And if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great, be witnels this. 

Nay, 
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i<Jay, 1 have vcrfcs too, I thank Bbm* 

The numbers true j and were the numbring too* 

I were the faireft goddefs on die ground. 

I am compared to twenty thoufand fairs. 

O, he hath drawn my picture' in his latter* 

*" Trih, Any thing like ? ' > ' ■■ 

Rbf. Much in the letters, nothing in the ptaife, 

Prin, Beauteous as ink. $ a good conclufon. 

Catb. Fair as a text 3 in a copy-book. . 

Rof. Ware pencils, * bo ! let me not die your defeter* 
My red dominical) my golden letter • 
©that your face were not (o tull ofOes ! 
K Catb. Pox of that jeft, and I belhrew all raiews, 

Prin. But) Catharine, what was feat you fnmOwmtht 

Catb. Madam, ,this gloye> 

Prj>. pid he not feiS. you, twain? . 

Catb. Yes, Madam, ..that Jhe did $ and feat aioi cotcfr 
Some thoufand verfes of a faithful lover. i 

A huge translation of hypocrifie, 
t Vilely complin, profound fimplicirf. 

Mar* "This, and thefe pearls, to me fent JjtHgmnlk* 
The letter is too long by half, a, mjle. 

Prin. I think no Jefs .{ doil thou not wuli Id beat 
The chain were longer, 4nd the letter ihort ? 
, Mar. Ay, or I would thefe hands might newf part 
• brin. We are wil*^ girls, to mock our lovers £>. 

Rof, They are work fools to porchafe mockiag io. 
That lame Biron I'll torture ere J go/ 
O that I knew he were but in by th* week ! 
How I would make him fawn, and beg, and feck, 
And wait the feafon, and oJ>ferve the times, 
And fpend his prodigal wits in bootleis rhimes, 
And ihape his fervice all to my behefis, ^ 4 « 

And make him proud to make me proud with jefts, 
So f portent-like would I o'erfway his ftate, 
Thathefnouldbe my fool, and I his fate. + . 

• Meaning to check Catbtrmt for her painting, pencil fcelof* 

f Pinna, have been always looked upon not only as the td* 
and fivtah % bat the n*nm*ms alio of Jfym?. 
4 Sec a«.tnin4&|f < j*r*|nV;.AC>i,8c. |. 

Frttt 
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Prim None are fo furejy caught, When they are ca^ttfrd^ 
As wit tum'd foot > folly in wifdom hatch'd 
Hath wiiaom's warrant, and the help of fchool, , 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

RqJ. The blood of youth bums not ia Aich excels, 
As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs.* 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not fo ftrorig a note, 
As fool'ry in the wife, when wit doth dote : . . ., 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove by wit worth in fimplicity. . 

SCENE IV. £»/*rSoyet. , 

Prin. Here comes ^foytf*' and mirth is in his face. . 

Bvjtt k O, Iamftab'd with laughter, wHere'sher Grace ? 

Prin, Thy news, Bbyttf ' 

Boyet. Prepare, Madam, prepare. 
Arm, wenches, arm j ihcounters mounted are . . 

Againft your peace,, love doth approach difguis'dj 
Armed in arguments, you'll be furpriz'd. , ./ 

Mailer your wits, (tend in your own defence, 
Or hide yoar heads like cowards, and fly lience. 

Prin. Saint Dtnnit, to ftint Cupid j what are they 
That charge their breath againft us ? fay,, fcoiit, (ajw 

Boyet. Under the cool (hade of a fycamore, 
I thought to clofe mine eyes fome' half an hour \ . 
When, lo I to interrupt my purposed reft, 
Toward that (hade, I might bshold, addreft 
The King and his companions $ warily 
I ftole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And over-heard, what you ihall over- hear s 
That by and by difguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knaviih page, . 
That well by heart Jiath connM his cmbaflage. 
Action and accent did they teach him there $ 
Thus muft thou fpeak, and thus thy body bear J 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Pretence majeftical would put him out : 
For, quoth the King, an angel (halt thou fee* 
Yet fear not thou, but fpeak qudaciqufly. 
The boy reply *d, an. angel is not evil j . 
\ ftpujd have fear'd her, had (he been a devil. 
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With thit all laugh'd, and cbp'd him. on the moulder, 

Making the bold wag by their praifes bolder. 

One rubb'd his elbow thus, and fker'd, and (wore, 

A better fpccch was never fpoke before. 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry'd wa, we will do't, come what will come* 

The third he caper'd and cry'd, alT goes well t 

The fourth tora'd on the toe, and down he fell. 

With that they all did tumble on the wound, 

With fuch a zealous laughter, fo profound, 

That in this fpleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly with paffion's folemn tears. 

Prin. But what, but what, come they to vifit us > 
- Bcyet. They do, they do j and are apparcl'd thus, 
ftoke Mufcovites, or Ruffians, as I guds. 
Their purpofe is to parley, court and dance, 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unte his leveral miftreis j which they'll know 
By favours fev'ral, which they did beftow. 

Prin. And will they fo? the gallants (hall be tafltf J 
For, ladies, we will every one be maikt : 
And not a man of them mall have the grace, 
Defpight of fuit, to fee a lady's face. 
Hold, Rojaline ; this favour thou {halt wear, 
And then the King will court thee for his dear s 
Hold, take thou this, my fweet, and give me thine 3 
So {hall Biron take me for Rojaline. 
And change your favours too, fo (hall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by thefe removes. 

Rof. Come on then, wear the favours moft in f^ght. 

Catb, But in this changing, what is your intent ? 

Prin . The effect of my intent is to crofs theirs j 
They do it but in mocking merriment, 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
. Their feveral councils they unbofom ftwil 
To loves miflook, and fo be mockt withal, 
Upon the next occafion that we meet 
With vifages difplay'd to talk and greet. 

R*f. But mail we dance, if they defire us to't f 

Prin, No j to the death we will not move afoot, 
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Nor to their pen'd fpecch render we no grace i 
But while 'tis ipoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the fpeakex's heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin. Therefore I do it, and 1 make no doubt 
The reft wijl ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no fuch fport, as fport by fport overthrown | 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own 5 
So flail we ftay, mocking intended game, 
And they, well mockt, depart away with flume. [Sound, 

Boyet, The trumpet founds 5 be maflct, the maflcera come*. 
$ C £ N £ V. Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, Du- 

main, and attendants, difgwYd like Muscovites. Moth 

usritb Mujick, as for a majtpurade. 

Moth. M bail tie riebefl beauties on the earth I 

Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich tafiata. 

Moth. Abolyparcci »f the fairtft damn, 
VTbat ever turned tbeir backs to mortal views* 

Biron. Tbeir eyes, villain, their eyes. 

Moth. Tbat over tunCd tbeir. eyas to mortal view* 
Qut — 

Boyet. True $ out indeed. 

Moth. Out of your, favours, bsatfulyf pints, vmebfafi 
Not to. behold. 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to btbaldwtb your jum-beamed eyes— —^ 
J¥ttb your Jtm~beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not anrwer to that epithet \ 
You were beft call it daughter-beamed eyes. 

Math* They do not mark me, anj that bringi me out* 

Biron. Is this your perfc£tne6 \ be gone, you rogue. 

Bof. What would tbefe (hangers ? know their nunus. 
If they do fpeak our language, 'tis our will > [Byet, 

That fome plain man recount their purpofes, 
Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would yon with the Brincefi ? 

Btron. Nothing but peace and gentle vifitatkay 

Bof. What would they, (ay they ? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle vifitatioq. 

Rof. Why, that they have, and bid then fo begone. 
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Boyet. She fays, you have it, and you may be gone. 

King, Say- to her, we haw meafur'a 1 maay miles, 
To tread a meafure with her 00 the graft. . 

Bcyct. Theyfcy, theyhavemeafurM many a mik, 
To tread a meafure with you 00 the graft. 

Rof. Itjs not fo. Aik them how many indies 
Is in one mile : if they.bave'meafur'd many. 
The meafure then of one it cafily told. 

Boyet. U to come hither you. have meafur'd miles, 
And many miles 5 the Princeft bids you teH, 
Now many inches doth fill up; one mile? 

Biro*. Tell her we meafure them by weary fief*. 

Bvpt, She hears her fetf. 

Rof. How many weary fteps 
Of many weary miles .yon have o'ergone 
Are number*d in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron. We number nothing that we fpend for yon, 
Our duty is fo rich, fa infinite, 
That we "may. do it fell without accompt. 
Vouchftre to ftiew the funfliine of your race, 
That we (like favages) may worihip it. 

Rof. My face is but a moon, and clouded too'* 

King. BleQed are clouds,! to do as foch clouds fto. 
Vonchiafe, bright moon, and thefe thy ftars, to fliinc 
(Thofe clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne. 

Rof. O vain petitioner, beg a greater matter 5 
Thou now requeft'ft but meon-flrine in the water. 

King. Then' in our meafure vouchsafe but one change , 
Thou bid 1 A me beg, this begging is not Arange. 

-Rof; Play>' muikk, then ; nay, yon muftdo it sooa. 
Not yet ? no dance : thus change i like the moon. 
^King. Will you not dance ? how come you thus eftrangM ? 
. Rof \ You took the moon at lull, but now ihe'schang'd. 

King. Yet (till flie is the moon, and I the man. 
The mufick plays, vouchfafe fome. motion to it. 

Rof. Our ears vbuchftfe it. . . - 

King. But your legs ihooid do it. 

Rof. Since you are Grangers, and come here by chance, 
We'll not be nice 5 take hands, we will not dance. 

King.. Why take you hands then ? 

Ref, Only to part friends, Cwf fe 
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Curt' fie, fweet hearts, and fo the meafert tods. 
.! Xjagy Mbrc meaftire of this measure 5 be not nice. 

. Rof. We can affiled no moteatfucH a price. 

King. Prise your Utort* then 3 what buys your Company ? 

Ha/. Your ab&noe only. 

Ki*g. That can new be* } 

Mcf -Then cannot we he bought ; and fo, adieu j . 
Twice to your vifor, and half once to you. 

King, If you deny to ■dance, let 1 * hold more chat. • 

A*f. In private then. . , 

Kang* I ambeft pieae'd with that. 
- - Jfra*. White-handed mi ftre(a, ene>fweet word with the*. 
.. £*$*» Honey, an4 milk, ana" Gigar-; there is three* 

Birott* Nay then} two trays 4 Mad Jtf yon grow Jo nice, 
Methechne, watt, and raalmfey/; ,well,ian, (hoc ; .. 
TfterfcYfanif adosen fweett. 

Prim Seventh fweet, adidd f. » '* f 

Since you car cog, I'll play no more with you* v \ 

Biront One wbrdin fecrit. . ■ -A 

. Prim, Le> it not vbe fweet. • ... « 

. ifij>«i.,Thon griev'ftmy gaAL .:.. „•". V ' k 

Prim, Gall's hitter. . ,\ 

ifnWjTherefore meet. • . U 

Dum. WUliyiMWJiich^withiKteclttngeawordf 

Mar. -Name it. 

Dim. Fair. lady. 

Mar, Say you fo? fair lord's 
Take that ftr your fair lady. 

D«fli.'Pi«afeic you $ 
As muoh in private) and I'll bid adieus 

C4K What, was your visard made without a tongue ? 

Long, I know the reafen, lady, jwhy you afk. 

Cafb. O for your reafon ! quickly,' Sir $ I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your rnaik. 
And would afford my fpeechieu visard half. • 

Cstfr. Veai, quoth the Dwtdrvaam y is not veal a -calf ? 

Lung. A calf, fair lady? 

Cat*:^ knrir lord calf. , .w 

Long. Let's part the word. 

Cask, No, I'll not be your half a... 

Eel T" 
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Take all and wean it j it may prove an 6*. 

Long. Look, howyoufaott your fclf in thefe (harp mocks ! 
"Will you give horns, chaftelady ? do not fo* 

Catb. Then die a calf before your horns do grow. 

Long. One word in private with yon ere I die. . 

Catb. Bleat foftly then, the batcher hears yott cry. 

Bcytt. The tongue* of mocking wenches arc ai keen 
As is the razor's edge invifibk, 
Catting a fmaller hair than may be feen, 
Above the fenfe of fenfe, fo fenfibie 
Seemeth their conference, their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than arrows, ballets, wind, thought, fwifter things* 

Rof. Not one word more, my maids $ break ot% break off. 

Biro*. By heaven, all dry*beaten with pure feoff. 

King* Farewell, mad wenches, yon have fimpk wits, 
[Examt KingTUtd Link* 
SCKNS VI. 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Mujeotritm- . 
Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

Bcytt. Tapers they are^ with your fweet brealhs puft *ut» 

Rtf. Well-liking wits they have, grofs, grofi, rat, &t* 

Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly poor flout I 
'Will they not (think you) haog themfelves to-night ? 

.Or ever, but in visards, (hew their faces ? . 
This pert B'tton was out of countenance quite. 

Rof. 1 they were all in lamentable, cafes* 
The King was Weeping-ripe for a good' word. - 

Prin. Bir$n did fwear himfelf out of all fuit. . 

Mar. Dumain was at my fervicej and his Xword t .. 
No point, quoth I $ my fervant ftrait was mute' 

Catb. Lord LongavilU (aid, I came o'er his heart} 
And trow you what hccall'd me ? « i 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. i 

Catb. Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, firknett as thon art ! 

Rof. Well, better wits have worn plain Mute caps. 
But will you hear ? the King is my love (worn*'. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted, iaith to me. 

Catb. And LongaviUt was for my fervice horn. . 
^Mar. Dumain m mine ai fure as bark on tree* 
"*"" By*. 
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Jfotef. Madam, andpi^sjrfftreffis, sjiteear: 
Immediately they will again be lion 
In their own dupes j for it tan new be, 
They will digeft this harflt jarignty . 
Prfis. Will they return t • 
£<ytf. They will, thej wiH y Odd knows 5 
And leap for joy, though thenars lame with blows 1 
Therefore change fevoura, and when they repair, 
Blow like Tweet rofet in the fammet air. 

Prin. How blow t how blow t fpeak to be uaderfteod. . 

Byet. Fall' ladies ma/kt ate roieath their bud : 
Difmaikt, their damaft fwdet commixture mown, 
Are angels vailing * clouds, »or Tofes blown. 

Pn'ff. A vaunt, perplexity ! what (hail we do, 

If they return in their own mapea to woo? 

Rof. Good Madam, if ty me- you'll be adtia'd, . 
Let's jnocai them ftill as well known as dilguis'd, 
Let us complain to them what rook were here, 
DifguisM like Mufcorit* in fliapelefs' gear t 
Ami Wonder what they were> audit* what end 
Their mallow mows, and prologue tikly pen'd, 
And their rough carriage fe adio&iou i , ' 
Should be prefaced at our lent to us. 

Jfyet. Ladies, withdraw* 'the gallants am at hand. 

Prin. Whip' to our tents, as roes run o'er the land. [Ext. 
S C £ N B VII. 
Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Dumain, in tbtir 
own babitt t Boyet muting them. 

King. Fair Sir, God fare you ! Where's, the Princeis ? 

Byet, Gone to her tent. 
Pleaie it your Majefty, command me any (ervice to her ? 

King, That me vouchfare me audience for one word. 

Byet. I will, and fo wilt me, I know,, my lord. [Exit. 

Birott. Thit fellow picks up wit as pigeons peas, 
And utters it again, when Jovt doth pleafe : 
He is wit's pedlar, and retails his wares ** 

At wakes and waffaJs, meetings', markets, fain : 

4 Vailing here is to be diltinguifh'd from vtiling y and carries the 
tame fenfc as fn the phrafo vatong 4 fora*, chat If* putting eft 
loa/eriag) ankjag down. ~ * 

B c 1 Art 
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And we that (eU by grots, the Lot* doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch mow. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his flecvfe | 
Had he been ^ia* he M tempted £«*• 
He can carve too, and lifp:~ why., this is be, 
That kift away Ms hand in conrtene. 
This is the ape of form, Monfieor the nice* 
That, when he plays at tablet, chides the dice 
In honourable terms $ nay* he can fing 
A .mean moft mainly $ and in uftering 
Mend him who can * the ladies call himfweet j 
The flairs at he treads on them kifi his feet. 
This is the flower that unties one 
To (hew his teeth as white as whale J 
And confeiences, that will jwt die in debt, 
Pay him the due c/hoawy-toogo'dJBow*. 

JCay. Abiifleron InWweet tongue with my heart. 
That put Anmd? z page oat of his part ! 
S C £ N £ vin. 
Enter tbt Ptiwefi, Ro&line, Maria, Catharine, Boyet, 
tmd attftkleittt* 
King. We come to vifit yoo, and porpofe now 
To lead yoo to out court, vouchsafe it then* 
J>r;». This field fhall hold me, and fo hold your voW j 

Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'4 men* 
King, Rebuke me not for that which you provoke § 

The virtue of yoox eye makes break my oath. 
frirt, Yoo nick- name virtue : vice yon Jhould have fpoke[: 
. For virtue's office sever breaks mem troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the nulollyM hlly, I psoteft, 
A world of torments though 1 ihould endure, 
I would not yield to be your houfe's gucft : 

• .— aumdatUi. 

Binn. Bee whefc ft ennes j hefaariow, what werl tboa f 
Till this mad-man fheWdthccf and what art 1*0* new f 

Xmg. ah hail, fwaec madam j and fair time of day 1 
frm. Fair in all hail is foul, as 1 concede. 

Jjy. Contour or fpetchc* better, if you may. 
. ^ ™ Then triftmc tetter, 1 wiU grtc you (safe. 

£»)b> W* coma, **, 

•'f St 
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SttDoch I haj* a foakiag caufc to be 
Ofheav'oly oaths, <fov»M with iiuegrity. 
JG«g. O^ yon lave liv'd in ddolatjon here, 

Unfeen, unvoted, much toour&ame. 
Jrfii. Not fo, my lord, . ,it is not ib If wear, 
We -have had paftimet here, and fJoaiant game* 
A mets of £*#*«* left tu but of lata. 
King, fcow, Madam? JLuffiam f 
Frin, Ay, in truth, my lord } 
Trim gallants, full of courtibip, and of date* 

Rof. Madam, fpeak true. It is not h $ my lord ; 
My lady (to the manner of the.^avs) 
In courtefie gives undeferting praife* 
We tour indeed confronted were with four 
In Ruffian habit : nere they ftayM an hour, . 
And talk'd apace, . and in that hour, my lord* 
They did not blefs us with one happy word* 
I dare not caty them fools j but this I think. 
"When they are tbirfty, fools .would rain have drink; 

Biro*. Thisjeftis dry to me. Fair, gentle, fweet, 
Your wit makes wife things foolun j when we greet 
With eyes beft feeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lofe light $ your capacity 
Is of that nature, at to your hugeftore 
Wife things feem foolun, and rich things but poor: 
Rof. This proves you wife and rich 3 for in my eye*-* 
Btnm. I am a tool, and roll of poverty. 
Re/. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to match words from my tongue. 
Birm. O, t am yours, and all that I poflcft. 
Rof All the tool mine ? 
Biron. I cannot give you left, 
Rof. Which of the vizards was It that yon wore ? 
Btron. Where? when? what visard ? why demand yon' 
this ? f 

Rof, There, then, that vizard, that fuperfluous cafe, 
That hid the worfe, and JhewM the better face. 

King. We are defcried, they'll mock os now dowmight. 
4 Dum. Ln us confeis, and turn it to a jeft. 
,* Pri* % Aauz'd, my lord ? why looks your HighneJs fad ? 



3$fc LoVi^'idWr^ hft w . * 

X*/. Help, hoIdhi»twW?»i"l!e^iw«tt: wfey^ookyoa" 
Sea-nck, I think, •ttn^vrotn'flA^w^.. - ' fptfc a 
Biro*. Thm* pour ffld r^Bcwn' plague* tot perjury. - 

Can any fa*£<o£Brafsndfa I&igertiut ?' • 
Here ftand Ij htfyMt % 'flilttt meT ^ « . 

Bra Ik me wlta fawn,- 'Hm&o&bA me with* a flout. 
Thruft thy fliarp wit quite dtfodgli my f^wnice^ •* 

Cut me to pieces witfr'rlisy keen conceit | " ' * 
And I will wifli thee, never ahofe to'danee", ' 

Nor never mote ht RufitJtluMk Waft, 

! never will T trull to' ^cka-penM; - • -' 

Nor to the motioiiof a Tchool-boy's tongue, 
Nor never come in vizard f6~tn^'frtend, r 

Nor woo in rhime* like : a Blind harper's forig j* 
Taffata phrafes, fflken tetn^preoTe, • 

Three -pH*d hyperbole*, : iprace aflfeftation, 
Figures pedantical/tlfefeJfiirhhletfKe^ ' 

Have blown 'me 'full of maggot oftedtatton. * 

1 do forfwear jthem, and jhere proteft, • 

• By this white gjove, (how white the hand God knots) 
Henceforth my wooing itnnd mall be 'efcpreft 
In ruflet yeas, and hofteftkerfle noes e 
And to begin, wench, (fo God help toe, law f) 
My love to thee ;s found, fins crack or Haw. * 

RoJ. Sam fans, Tpray you. 

Btron. Yet I hare a trick 
Of the old rage : bear with me, I am tide. 
I'll leave it by degrees J foft, let us fee, 
Write Lord have mercy oH Us, and thofe three, 
They are infected, in their hearts it lyes, 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes s 
Thefe lords are vifited, you are not free; 
For the lord's tokens on you both I fee. 

Prin. No,- they are tree that gave thefe tokens to ot« 

Biron. Our ftates are forfeit, feck not to undo us. 

Rof. It is not fo ; tor how can this be-true, 
That you ftand forfeit, being thofe that fue ? 

Biron. Peace, for I will not have to do with yo«. 
, Rof. Nor fall not, if I do a* I intend. 

Biron, Speak for your fcltes, my wit is at an end, 

"^* XfSfifa 
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J&g. Teach us, fwect Madam, for our rudetaj%effion 
Some nir excufe* 

iV/». The faireft is cgofefljon. 
Were yoknqt here but evert now dUguis'd ? . 

£*«£. Madam, I was* L 

Prt». And were, you well aovis'd? . 

£r*jr, I was, fair Madam* • 

Prin. When you then were here,. 
What did you whifper in you* lady's ear ? . . t 

King. That more than all the world 1 did refpeft her. 

Prin. When Ae mall challenge this, you will rejecl. heri 

King. Upon mine honour, no» ,. 
r Prin. Peace, peace, forbear :.-•■•• 
Vour oat^ once broke, you foice not to fotfwear. 

King. Defpife me when £ break thil oath of mine* . 

Prin. I will, and therefore keep at Rofatine, , ,..- 
What did the Ruffian whifper in your ear * 

Rof. Madam, «efwor* that he M hold me dear . 

As pieeHs*«eye.fig£t, and dft value me ; u 

Above this world j adding: t^aretdfinoreover 
That he would, wed foe, Qr,eifo die my bvev» 

Prin. God give thee jty tf him 1 . the noble lord » 
MofthoiK)vraWydpthuprx)ldha3 j vwd. v 

King. What mean yog, Madam I bjrmy. lift,, mytfoth, 
I never fwore this lady (hefc aftaatfc. . 

Rof. By heav'n, you did ; and to confirm it plain, v ... + 
You gave me this| btjtWke.it, Sir, again. 
'.. i&'*g. M|r faith, and this ta th'Prin^ I did give J ;) 
I knew her by this jewel on her fleeve, 
, Prin. Pardon me, Sir, th* jewel 4ft #* wear t t •„ . v 
And lord^wtw, I. thank hJm^.femjdear.. . . ,. ;,. 
What ? will you have me ? or your pearl: again ? 
' A>**# Neither of either ; I ltmit both twainv , . 
I fee the trick on't j here was a confent, , , 

Knowjng.afojcehandf of oat nwrriment, . 
TosHfc it like a Ckriftmu comedy*. 
Some carry- tale, fome pleafe-man, fome flight zany, ■ 
Some mumble-news, fome trencher* knight, fome Dick 
That IMc« his check in neers, and knows the tiick •»— 
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Told oar intents before ; which once difdos'd, 

The ladies did change footing an* then we 

Following the figas, won^l%u*ttengnof met 

Now to oor perjury to add more terror, 

We are again forfwomWwifta&toM* r 

Moch upon this it is. And nJAgnf not you [7V Boyek 

Foreftal our fport. to make ut dKtf ufttrtie ? 

0o not you knost my hut/a" foot by*h* fimier, 

And laugh upon die apple 1 or* her *ye, 
And feod between her Wcfc, Sk, airf the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jeflsngmernly ? 
You put our page out : go,: yuvere allow*d, 
Die when,yw wffli VtiMefc-ihair be your flurowd* 
You lew upon me, do *o%HnWs an eye 
Wounds like a- leadaiA^d^-' - '< .. v i ■• 

2fy*. Foilmesnlyv' *< •*< * «:•• . .. V \ i: ..* 
Braremifteger, ham aVeWee* been* Aft. >-•" 

Binn. Lo he is dMng fcraki' 4>taee, I hsjfede&t, 
• -BeiaK.Cbwwi; «• ^ '* 
Welcome, fltrowity fnou-Uarflea 4 ftirfay. 

C?/i. felord, Si*f4l^wotJ*mW • - 

^e&er the three wofclm* mall confeUj* fifty 

< r JM«;^¥nat^lr<lher«BiBtdiravf " * 

Co/9. No, Sir, but Ufc*t*y fine j • i ». ; 

For every 090 pftfatiP threes <• ' • < 

£iVu*, And threeTnmw thrloa- W nine r 

Oft, ffem,*&,utf*eetiotto, &r, I nof* ft n 
notfo. .«/•*» -> r» : * - ' .. 

You camftottttg oS, Sir, I tan tfleii you, Sir, we know 
what we know : I ho^thred«Jmetthrke, Sir .*— 

AV»». Anotnimf.": ' p *:t> ' " '» ' 

C^. Uiide*oorjeAidn>:4iii we kn ow wbtr eufatiHr doth 
amount. «-"• * *• - •■' y— " ! • « 

itfrwi. By >w J ahreffr^k threetlweesftrnine. 

Oft, O lord,. Sir, it wtte fJty yo*memd Mt yont titmj 
by rededoiftg, Sin ' - * * -'- . i> ,...*... 

Bi>4** How muck iff it *''">> >••• « .... 

Cf. d lord, Sir,****** t)Mti»fevety*ko atom* &r,w«fl 
mew whereuntd it doth amount j for my own part, lam, 

as 

Digitized by L,OOgle 



LoveV Labour's loft. 335 

as they fay, butto perfe&oneman irr>one poor man, Pm- 
fom the Great, Sir. , ' _..; f 

Biron, Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cofl. It pleaJed them to thifak me worthy of Pmpim the 
Great : for mine own part* I know not the degree- of the 
worthy} but I am to ftand for him. 

Biron. Go bid them prepare., . 

Oft. We will turn it finely off, Sir, we wifl tike feme 
care. .«'.«.. 

King. Biron, they will frame us ; let them .not approach. 

J Exit Coft. 
*» fane 
policy .. ' -' 

To have one mow. worm than the King and his company; 

King, I fay, they fhall not come. . 

Prin, Nay, my good lord, let me o'er.rule you now j 
That fport beft pleafet that doth kaft know how. 
Where zeal mires to content, and the content 
Diet in the real of that itdothprefent; 
Their form confounded makes moft form in mirth $ 
When great things labouring periih in their birth. - < • 

Biron, A right description of our fport, my lord. 
SCENE PL Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore fo much expense of thy royal 
iweet breath, as will utter a brace of worm* 

Prin, Doth this man fcrvc God ? 

Biron. Why aft you? 
• Prin, He fpeaka not like a man of God's«iiiaking. - 

Arm. That's all one, my fair, fweet,. honey monarch ; 
jfor I proteft the fchooimafter is exceeding fantamxal t too, 
too vain, too, too vain : hut we will put it,- as they fay, 
tafirtuna delta gutrra. I wifh- you the peace .of mind, 
rnoft royal cupplement. 

- King, Here is like to be 3 good* pmfence of worthies t he 
prefents Hcttor of Trey 5 the fwain, Pomfty the Great $ the 
farta*curate, Aineamier $ Armada** page, Mtrcule* j ' the 
pedant, Judas Macbabqu s . . 

And if thefe four worthies in their firft mew thrive, 
Thefe four will change habits, ' and prefent the other five. 

Biron. There are five in the fir&uew. 
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'- King. You are deeeiv*d, Hk not fo, 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- prieft, the 
fool, and the boy. : 

A bare throw at nowm, and the whole world again 
Cannot prick out five fuch, take each one in*a vein. 

King. The (hip is under fail, and here' (be come* amain* 
Enter Coftani fir Pompey, 
«■ Oft. /Pompey cat, < 

Boyet. You lie, you are not he* 

Ceft. / Pompey am. 

Boy*. With Libbarfs head on knee* 

Biron. Well find, ql* mocker; 
I muft needs be friends with thee, 

Qfi, I Pompey am, Pompey fitrnam r d tbe Big, 

Dnm. The Great. . 

Qefl. It is great, Sir 5 Pompey, btrnanCd tbe Great } 
*Tbat oft i* field, with targe and Jbield, 

Did make my fie to fineat : 
<4nd travelling along this coaft, J here am come by cbanu 5 
' Aid lay my arms befire tbe tegs of this fweet lap of France, 
If your hdyfhip would lay, thanks, Pempey, I had done. 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Qfl. 'Tis not lb much worth $ but I hope I was perfcd. 
I made a little nnilt ingww, 

Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the bed 
worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel fir Alexander* 

m^Wbenintbevxxldllitfd, I ws tbe world* scorn- 



By eq/1, weft, north andfoutb, I fpnead my conquering might j , 
My efrmubetm plain declares that J am Aliunder. 
•Biron* Your nofe lays no, you are not \ for it {fends not 

right. 
Biron. Your nofe ijneBs no, in this moft tender imefling 

■ Knight, 

Prtsu The conqueror is dnmaid 1 proceed, good Akxammr. 
Nath. mxnintbeioorldlWd, 1 teat tbe world 1 * cm* 



Bp*. Moft true, 'da right J youwerefo. Attfanjtr+ 
Biron. iVa^theGreiU * 

* wjn* 
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Cefl. Your fervant and Coftard. " f - - 

2%*'^?** aWay the con ! u «"*> fake away Alifan&r. 
Jr'J*J lr ' 7 0U havc ove «Hrown ,#//W». the coniue- 
^NathJYoa will be fcrapM out of the S 
cloth for this ; your lion, that holds'the poll-a* fiaWon 
a dofeftooV will he given to J%ax* he wiU be thehihe 
ninth worthy. A conqueror, and afraid tofoeak? runa- 
way for fhame, Alifander. There, ab*t mall pleafe' ypus a 
fooWh.i»ild man, an honeft man, look you, and fbon daitfd 
Heos a marvellous jgood neighbour, infooth, andaveryaioi 
bowler j but for Mfcnder, alas, you fee, how he', a litd? 
©er-parted: but there are worthies a coming will foeak 
their mind in fome other fort. , *' *7^ 

Biron. Stand afide, good Pmfxy. * ' *• 

£«/«- Holofemea fir Judas, W Moth /*r HercuW" 
HoU Great Jftrmfe is prefented by this imp 
Whofe club kill'd Cerhrm the three-headed cam i '* 
And when he was a babe, a child, a mrimp, 

Thus did he ftrangle ferpents in his manus s ' ' * 
S^uomam, he feemeth in minority j , 

■Efl?** I come with this apology. ' -•'..:» 

K X f T/ at r b ^ ***' and Vaaii ^ I*"' Mo &- 



. J5W. Judas Jaw. 



r /&/, Not I[cariot B Sir, 
JuSas /*«, jK/<^/Machabeu8. 

Dum. JuJatMacbabewt&pt, is plain JW**. 

Blrw. A kiffing traitor. How art thou prov'd Judas > 

Hoi. Judas /*». • • r •/-?"• * 

/>*«, The more mame for you, Judas, 
Hoi. What mean.you, Sir I 
Boy*. To make Judai hang himfelf. 
-raw. Begin, Sir, you are my elder. 

£'7"r ^ W 4 - **» w " h3n ^<« * elder. 
/*«/. I will not be put out of countenance. 

*«™. Becaufethouhaanolace, 
JfoA What is this.? 

vords^jjrand^j^, • «•• *n ■ wt*rcaw qeitatie upon the 

V V- W - Ff • ■ i^ 
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Boy** A cittern head. 

Xhm, The head of a bodkin. 

Biron, A death** face in a ring, 

Z*ag. The face of an old Roman coin, fcarce feen* 

Jfoycf. The pummel of Cafar*% faolcbian. 

Diow. The carv'd-faone face on a fiaik. 

A' res. St, George** half cheejc in a broch. 

Dion. Ay, and % in a broch of lead. 

- Biron, Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth-drawer ; 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in countenance* 

Hoi* You have put me out of countenance. 

- fliron. Fatte, we have given thee faces. 
Ifc/, But you have out- fee' d them all. 
Biron* An thou.wert a lion we would do fo. 
Boyet. Therefore as he is an aft, let him go. 

Aad 10 adieu, fweet Jude ; nay, why doff thou fttv ? 

i)*«. For the latter end of his name, 

Biron. For the v^i to the ^iafr } give it him. J*&**» 
away. 

He/. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble, 

Jtyvr • A light, for monfieur jtafar ; it grows dark, he 
may mirnble. 

Frf «. Alas, poor Macbabeut ! how he hath been Touted f 

£*;*- Armado. #j| 

2?*r«i. Hidetby head, Achilla, here comes fisSor in 
arms. 

P«st, Tho* my mocks come home to me, I will now be 
merry. 

King. HeSor was but a Trojan in refped of this, i 

Py#. But b this HtBorf 

ting* I think ifft^or waa not fo dean timber'd. 

Long. His leg is too big for flstfw. 

2>«a*. More calf, certain* 

JNer. No: he is beft induM in the final!. 

Biron. This can't be He3or. < 

Vim. He's a God or a painter, for he makes frees. 1 

Arm. TloarmiMentMin, of fame* the Amigbty, 

J)um. 4 gUt nutmeg. J 

ftrm A lemon. ^ . 

r *■* J 
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Long* Stock with cloves* 

i)«au No, cloven. 

Arm. The anwpotent M*n, of lannctt the Amgbty, 
Govt Hector a gift, the tmt of Ilion : 
1 jtf iter* ^0 breathed, that certain be would fight yo 
from moni'tiB night, out of bis pavilion. 
I am that flower. 

Dm*. That mint. . . 

Lang. That columbine. . 
. . Arm, Sweet lord Longavtlte, rem thy tongue. 

Long . I muft rather give it the rein j for it runs a*. 
gifntf HtEfor. 
. J)am» Ay, and HeHorh a grey-hound. 

^mi, The iweet war-maii is dead and rotten { 
Sweet chocks, beat not the bones of the buryM ; 
fiat I wilt forward with mi device ; ' 
Sweet Royalty, bellow on me the fenfe of hearing. 

Pri*. Speak, brave He&or ; we are much delighted* 

Arm. I do adore thy fweet Graced flipper. 

Boy*. Loves he by the foot ? 
. Jhm* He may not by the yard. 
. Arm. Wit Hector far fumounted Hannibal, 
. CofiJ The party is gone, fellow ReSor, me is gone j ma 
Si two months on her way. 

Am. What mean ft thou ? 

Coft. Faith, unlefc yon play the honeft Trojan, the poor 
wench is caft away j ihe*s quick, the child brags In her 
belly already. 'Tis yours. 

Arm, Doft thou iniamonke me among potentates ? thod 
malt die. 

Co/I. Then (hall He&or be whipt for Jatyuattta, that it 
quick by him 5 and hlng'd for Pompty, that is dead by him* 

Dum t Moft rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renown'd Pompey I 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great Pompey f 
Pompey the huge ! 
' Dum. BeBor trembles. 

Strom, Pompey is mov*d, more Ah, more Ah, ftir 
them on, mr them on. 

Xhmu HtOor will challenge him* 

Ffa Birow. 
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*$4^ LoveV Labour's loft: 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more mail's blood id*i to& 
than will fup a flea. 
Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee,' 
Cofi. I will not fight With a pole like a northern mm; 
1*11 flafh ; I|H do*t by the fword : I pray you, let me bono* 
my arms again. 
Dim. Room for the incenfed worthies. 
Ccfl. I'Jldo't inmyfoirt. 
Daw. Moft refolute Ptmpyl 

Mctb. Mafter, let me take you a button-hole lower. Da 
you not fee Pmpy is uncaring for the combat ? what 
mean you ? you wijl lofe your reputation. 

Arm, Gentlemen and folders, pardon me, I. will flat 
combat in my fhift. ^ 

Dim. You may not deny it, Pampey hath made the 
challenge. 
Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and wtH«' ' 
Bkon, What reafon have you for't ? * 

Arm, The naked truth of it is, t have no (nirt, t& 
woolward for penance. 

B*pt . True, and it wis enjofnM him in Rome for want 
ofjinnen; fihee when,.J*lhbefworn he wore n<mev hut a 
dim-clout of yaau*utta% and that he* wears next hi heart 
for a favour. 

S C E„N ? X. £»r«rMacard. 
Mat, God fave you," Madam. 
x Prin, Welcome, Mafttrt, but that thou interrupted our 
merriment. 

* Mac, I am forty, Madam'; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. . The King your father 
Prin, Dead for my life. 
Mac. Even fo : my tale is toJd. 
Biron, Worthies, away 5 the fcene begins to cloud. 
. Arm, For mine own part, I breathe free breath ; I have 
feeft the day of right through the little hole of dtferetion, 
and I will right my felf like a foldier. [Exeunt JVtrtbUt, 
.^/«p.' How fares your Majcfty,? 
Prin. Boyet, prepare, I will' away to-night. 
King. Madam, not fo 5 I do befeech you, ftay. 
JPwf, Prepare, I fay, * i thanlt you, gracious lofto, - 
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Enter all. ' ; 

This fide is kVtms, winter * 

This Ver, the fpring : the one maintainM by the Owl^ 
The other by the*cuckow* 
Ver, begin. 

The S O NO. 

When daizier'pied, and violets blue , ■ . l 

And Iady-fmocks all fiver, white,. 
And cuchw-buds of yellow.bae' r : - 

Do faint th meadow* with delight $ . *: 

t - *ftg cttekow then on every iter ""' * '■ i . •■•,-* 
Jlfoffo married men j /or f£«j j£»£j &, 
Cuckow. 

Cuckow, cuckow : word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear I 

^nww ybepbetds ptpe ew oaten jfrawt^ 

' And merry larks are plougbmens clocks : 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 

And maidens bledcb their fummer fmocks J 
The cuckow then on every tree 
Mocks married men $ for thus fings be, 
Cuckow v 

Cuckow, cuckow : word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear I v 

-WIN T BR, 

When ificles bang h the wall, t 

And Dick tke jhepBerd bloiprbis nail\ 
And Tom bears logs into tjpt ball, 

And milk tomes from borne in pail ; 
When blood is nipt,, and ways befoul, 
Then nightly fings the flaring owl 
tu-whit, to-wbo j 

A merry note, 

While greafe Jone doth keel the pot. 
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When all aloud the wind doth hhw, 

And coughing drownt the par Job's Jaw Ji 
And birds Jit brooding in the /now, 

And Marian** noje locks red arid raw | 
When r oafied crabs hi ft in the bowl, 
Then nightly fingt the ftaring owl, 
tu-whit , to-wbot 

A merry note, 

While greafie ]oot doth keel the poU 

Arm. The wonfc of Mercury 
Are harfh after the (bop of Apollo t 
You, that way \ we, this way, ', [Exeunt 



71* End of the Second Volume^ 
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